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“ try VASELINE is the registered trade mark of the CHESEBROUGH MANUFACTURING COMPANY, CONS’D 
Popular size, blue label... . ++ - 15¢ 
Look for the trade mark VASELINE... apne 
Giant size, blue label..... .. . 25¢ 
famous for purity and quality Economy size, red label....+- . 15¢ 


for over 8O years Also in 1 Ib. package ..+.++. 79% 
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CRESSINE WATCH Y= 


Whether Solations Are Correct or Hot 


DAY! ... here on this very page! . . . 









































Note how we identified each 


is an amazing contest opportunity that 
combines fascinating puzzie-solving enjoy- 
ment with fabulous cash prizes ... PLUS a 
guaranteed reward for EVERYBODY who 
completes the contest. 

Yes, winning in this contest may make your 
dreams come true . . . may help you realize 
your fondest hopes and ambitions! This is a 
contest in which you may win thousands of 
dollars and where EVERYONE who completes 
the contest gets a fine CRESSINE Watch—as 
part of a vast program to familiarize the Amer- 
scan public with this superb line of timepieces. 


object with a word of as many 





letters’ as there are boxes in 
diagram accompanying it. In 
eft we filled in word 


upper | 








SHOE; in upper right, TIE. In 
lower left, TIGER; in lower 
right, PURSE. Note that some 
of the letters fell into boxes 
with a little circular frame in- 
side. Those “circled” letters, 
arranged into proper order, 
spell out the famous name we 
are looking for. 

Here, for example, the “cir- 
cled" letters ore H T R U. 
So we run through the names 
printed under the puzie and 








Solation is One of the Names Below: 


See Sample Puzzle at U Right! discover Babe RUTH, whose Zane GREY Heary CLAY 
This contest consists of puzzles like the SAMPLE | 'est name is the correct solu- Acron BURR Babe RUTH 
PUZZLE at right. Note how we filled it in... how | ‘ion. and whose picture you 
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we identified the objects and found that certain letters | **¢ ot bottom p= - 
in the names of the objects stood out from the rest, 8 FAMILY 
thus to spell out the name of the famous person pic- | 
tured at the bottom. Read the explanation carefully H 
ee «Act Now—Win A Fortune. 48 
Right now! Take the firsts & 
step toward winning! Act to ] 
“ take advantage of this oppor- & 
tunity to bring wealth and 8 
4 abundance into your life, and $ 
4 into the lives of those dear to 5 
you. Write or mail the cou- § ADDRESS 
a 
£ 
8 
£ 
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PUZZLE CONTEST 


P. O. Box 195, New York 10, N. Y. 















pon (at right), and we will 
WITH 


$5,000.00 | 
$2,500.60 | send you— OUT COST 
$2,000.00 








OR OBLIGATION—puzzles 
and full details explaining 
what you have to do to WIN. 








15° aad 494 Additions! Awerds! 
25¢ Plus a CRESSINE Wetch for 
Act Now/ MAIL COUPON TODAY 


For details, send post card with your 
name and address, or mail componto 


FAMILY PUZZLE CONTEST 
Dept 1-17-22 New York 10. N.Y. 
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Miss 
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Tampax 


Sets You Free 


from many monthly 
annoyances 


Che first thing you notice about Tampax 
is its small size, for it is many times 
smaller than the external “pad” com- 
monly used for monthly sani- 
tary protection. 

Next you realize that Tampax 
needs no pins or belts—no sup- 
porting harness of any kind.. 

Tampax is worn internally, as designed 
by its doctor-inventor. 
While wearing Tampax in this way 
(internally) you need have no fear of 
odor and of course there is no chafing 
either. Also, your mind is at rest con- 
cerning possible bulges and edge-lines, 
even with the smoothest dress or skirt. 
Tampax is very simple to use. ... Made 
of pure surgical cotton of great absorb- 
ency, it comes to you in dainty slender 
applicators to make insertion easy and 
convenient....And disposal is just as 
easy 

Relax physically and mentally—with 
[ampax. You do not even feel it while 
wearing it....Sold at drug and notion 
counters in three absorbencies: Regular, 
Super, Junior. Month's supply will go 
into purse. Tampax Incorporated, 
Palmer, Mass. 
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SIX STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 
a kee a 16 


To social worker Jean, the case of Marie was just a case of an unwed mother, 
but after Jean met Jay, she understood what happens to a woman in love. 


dt cccncedcibvines cds ted sess is ne eee eenee ana ees 20 
Dan satisfied her desire for the luxuries of life, but Christine found out that 
the price she paid was far more than it was worth. 


oa. aos winiginen sitwew sie gh Cebieiikonibe auaiceniks 26 
Kenny always had believed in the hit-and-run kind of love, but when the doctor 
told him that he was about to become a father, he wanted Callie back. 


Ns os bain kv eo Rachindes engeatamere a eemamb ie 28 
Telling a white lie to his wife could have proved disastrous for Otis, but 
woman-like, Carrie knew the truth all the time but never let on. 


ii i545 kieran Meas e404 inde earns A 30 
It took a lot of self-control for Ernie to resist the kisses of his GI buddy’s 
kid sister, but after what he found out, he stopped resisting any more. 


rn. oo. bak cack wae nee enka ea kee aine stats 32 
People in town always considered Bob’s father “queer,” but it was not until 
her husband had to leave that Jennie fully understood what they meant. 


SPECIAL FEATURES 
EE 6 6 vnitinnkenavudees saadaepeeeneinnne Gene ene 10 


Since all men who marry like to believe that their bride-to-be is a virgin, Alma 
didn’t know whether to tell Ray about one little mistake she made. 


I Married The World’s Most Beautiful Woman by Dr. Eugene C. Nelson... .. 22 
California doctor tells of his marriage to Ziegfeld beauty Helen Lee Worthing. 
She had her pick of big business men, but chose to marry an unknown Negro. 
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TAN is published monthly by Johnson Publishing co. Inc., 1820 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago 16, Illinois. New York 
aE od West 42nd Street. Entered second class matter at Post Office at So co umder the Act of March 3, 
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VEAL) 


DELVED 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 





By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: I am 20 
years old, married, and have three 
children. My husband and I were mar- 
ried when I was 15 and he was 17 be- 
cause I had to have a name for my baby. 
We were getting along fine until his 
friends started calling him a “square” 
for taking me every place with him. Now, 
instead of taking me, he takes other girls. 
We live with his mother and these girls 
come by the house pretending to visit 
his sister but he always takes them away. 
One night, I went over to my mother’s 
home and when I returned home, three 
girls were there with my husband and 
two of his men friends. When I walked 
in, they all jumped up and said that they 
had to leave and my husband left with 
them. He didn’t come home until after 
midnight. The next day, while I was 
visiting my mother, my husband sent my 
clothes over by his brother. He often 
came to see me but pretended to visit the 
children. 

We are back together now but he still 
keeps girls’ telephone numbers and ad- 
dresses in his book. I am expecting a 
baby soon. My husband does not want 
a home of his own, so we are still living 
with his mother. Please tell me what to 
do. 

Mrs. Rosie L. E. 
Dear Rosie: : 

Your husband sounds very unappeal- 
ing, but, for your children’s sake, it is 
necessary for you to make the best of a 
bad bargain. You are in no position now 
to walk out and leave your husband, so 
assemble all (Continued on Page 68) 














Don’t Be 


HALF-SAFE 
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Beneath your arms are 


DANGEROUS CURVES 
Safe only when dry! 





New Cream Deodorant Proved 





Read these facts that doctors know! 


Learn how this new Cream Deodorant, 


Used daily, does MORE for you 


If you want to be sure that your person and your 
clothes are safe from underarm perspiration stains 
and odor, read these facts that doctors know. To 
be effective, your deodorant must keep underarms 
dry and odorless and save your clothes from 
stains. Tests prove that Arrid Cream Deodorant, 
used daily, protects you these 5 ways: 

1. Prevents the appearance of underarm 
perspiration, keeps underarms dry by super-effec- 
tive anti-perspirant action. 

2. Removes oder from perspiration instantly, 
surely on contact. Keeps underarms sweet. Has 
antiseptic action, prevents odor-forming bacteria. 
3. Gives 53% more security! 114 times as 
effective as any other leading deodorant tested; 
2 times as effective as chlorophyll. 

4. Safe for clothes. Does not rot dresses or 
men’s shirts. 

5. A pure, white, stainless vanishing cream. 
Preferred by 117,000 nurses. Arrid contains 
Creamogen, won't dry out in jar. 

No wonder men and women by the millions 
are turning to new creamy Arrid. Use it daily— 
proved more effective. Don’t be half-safe! Never 
worry again about perspiration stains or under- 
arm odor. Use Arrid to be sure. Only 43¢ for the 
big 2 month jar. 


Miore men and women 


uee ARRID than any other deodorant! 


So smooth, so creamy, so easy to apply 


a 





53% MORE EFFECTIVE in Keeping 
UNDERARMS DRYand ODORLESS 

































Protects twice 
as long! Vi 
Hampton, model, 
Jamaica, N. Y. 
says. “In my job 
I often wear ex- 
pensive clothes. 
I've got to be sure 
my underarm deodorant not only 
protects me from embarrassing odor, 
but keeps my underarms dry, too. 
From experience, I've found that 
Arrid protects me best! It keeps me 
attractive!” 


Don’t let stains 


from underarm 





fabrics. 






DON’T BE HALF-SAFE. USE ARRID—TO BE SURE! 
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**A camera tells more than a mirror 
about make-up. That’s why a model 
has to be sure of her looks. I owe 
that perfect Camera Close-up Look to 
Black and White Vanishing Cream. 
I use this wonderful cream as my 


make-up base, always!” 


Remove make-up with 











Beautify your complexion with 
Black and White Vanishing Cream. 


It’s greaseless (can’t cause blackheads) 
actually checks skin oiliness. 
Make-up looks fresher—skin feels 
softer. Try it—have that perfect ~ 
Camera Close-up Look—today! 


Crea 
Black and White Cold 
Cream. 35¢ each. 














Start now to have a lighter, brighter 
skin appearance with 


Ltr ou?* 


¥ 4 BSOLUTELY GUARANTEED 
to lighten your skin, or your money 
back at once! 






STAR GLOW oept.tcs 


1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, lil. 


Send coupon 
for your 


Please rush to me a 6-week supply of Star Glow Skin 
Lightener on your money back guarantee offer. 


(0 Send C.O.D. for $1.00 


] | enclose $1.20 
plus tax and postage 


Send postpaid, tax paid 


2 "HOME BEAUTY 
a TREATMENT” 


City State 
A AS AS A SC ST Se 
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Letters To 


NEVER BEEN KISSED 


I enjoyed reading Toni Harper’s “I’ve Never 
Been Kissed.” I must say that is one girl who 
is using good common sense and sound judg- 
ment, two things that so many of us pass by. 
In these days, things are moving so fast you 
have to be pretty smart not to be caught in 


the whirl of it. 
Sally Crawford 
Mt. Pleasant, Pa. 


I am an ardent admirer of your TAN Mag- 
azine, but I did not like the story by Toni 
Harper in your February issue. The poor 
child is tied to her mother’s apron strings. 
She most certainly is a square, and old- 
fashioned girls like her went out in 1914. 
What’s going to happen-to her when her 
mother is gone forever? As for Homer, he’s a 
very fine looking boy, but she says she’s never 
been kissed by a boy. 

It is very common for girls to like beys and 
even boys to like girls, but I guess Toni’s an 
exception. When she does get married, I feel 
sorry for her. She feels like kisses lead to bad 
things; that most certainly isn’t true. A kiss 
can either be friendly or demanding. A girl 
can also control her emotions. She should 
know how to say “no. 

I am 15 and I’ve been kissed by boys, but 
there has been nothing serious. I know how to 
say “no.” There is a limit to how far a girl 
may let a boy go. Toni should never write 
another story about not being kissed by a boy 
or about sex because she doesn’t know enough. 
She should stick to her singing and let girls 
who are interested in boys take care of their 
own business. 

Ossie Evans 


Milwaukee, Wis. 


I’ve just finished reading “I’ve Never Been 
Kissed,” by Toni Harper which appeared in 
your February issue of TAN. I wish to con- 
gratulate you and also Toni Harper for such a 
wonderful story. I sincerely hope that you 
will publish more of such stories in the future 
for it will be a great help to. other young girls 
Toni’s age who are less fortunate. I must say 
to Toni’s mother, keep up the good work. 

Mrs. Elizabeth Brooks 
Orlando, Fla. 


MIXED ROMANCE 


For more than a year, I have been an inter- 
ested reader of your fine magazine. The fine 
articles and letters you have published on in- 
terracial matters and especially the letters tell- 
ing of white girls who have become interested 
in colored men are of unusual interest to me, 
as some of them so closely fit my case. Please 
continue to publish stories and letters of this 
kind as I feel they do much to bring about a 
better understanding. 

I am a white girl, 19 years old, and have 
always enjoyed the better things of life and 
have never wanted for dates, dancing and lots 
of entertainment. Two years ago, when Mother 
passed away, I assumed full responsibility for 
Dad and our home. I feel that I have been 
successful in making Dad happy and main- 
taining a home of most pleasant surroundings. 

We have always known some colored people, 
but until Dad brought home a copy of TAN 
over a year ago, I thought little about colored 
people. After reading my first issue of TAN 
from front to back, | told Dad how much I 
enjoyed it and asked him to be sure to buy it 
every month. This he did and together we have 
enjoyed reading your fine publication. 

After reading a letter you published from a 
white girl telling how she had become inter- 
ested in dates with a colored fellow, Dad 
asked me if I would care to meet some nice 
colored young man, and I am sure he was not 
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The Editor 


surprised when I told him that I would be 
delighted. 

A few nights later, Dad told me that he 
had invited a friend of his, Fred Johnson, to 
drop in for a visit after dinner. I knew Fred 
must be colored although Dad had not said so. 
It was a very exciting hour I spent getting 
ready for our company, and I wondered just 
how I would react in my first attempt to en- 
tertain a colored guest. When Fred came and 
Dad introduced to me a tall, handsome, athle- 
tic-type young man just a little older than I 
was, I was for a short moment ill at ease. 
But after a warm handshake and what seemed 
to be such complete understanding, the three 
of us soon were enjoying a most pleasant dis- 
cussion of current topics. 

Since that first night, I have been with Fred 
frequently in our home. At father’s suggestion, 
we have danced many hours, and I feel so 
completely satisfied when I am close in his 
arms. 

To make a long story short, I am falling in 
love with a wonderful guy and am proud that 
Dad does not disapprove. 

I know several girls who only wish they had 
the courage to break over the color line and 
enjoy the real pleasure that can only come 
from associations with members of other races. 

Alma Galloway 
Fort Worth, Tex. 


In reference to the story, “I Dared To Love 
A Negro” (January issue) how infantile do you 
think your readers are? Having loved, wed 


(still wed to) my husband, a Negro American, 
(I am white), her story is a lot of baloney 
period. i 

For a period of months, your magazine either 
distorts or slants your stories against interra- 
cial courtships. Love never has or will have, 
contrary to your ideas, a color line. 





Enclosed is a photo of us. Print it. It 
speaks more clearly the truth than that crum- 


my story did. 
Mrs. W. K. Taylor 
North Buruaby, B. C, 
Canada 


GI HUSBANDS 


Being a wife of a Marine, I became very in- 
terested in “I Cheated On My GI Husband” in 
your February issue. I believe that if more 
servicemen’s wives would read such wonderful 
stories, they would be better wives to GI mates 
who need their love and trust more than any- 
thing else. 

I sympathize with any woman who will let 
loneliness cause her to go against the man she 
oves to satisfy her present want. 

Continue to print such stories, for you are 
bound to help other “bewildered Wives,” as 
you have helped me. 

Mrs. Edmond Jamison, Jr. 








Stamford, Conn. 


-Now/ Easier, surer protection for 
your most intimate marriage problem 


v TRUSTED by Women 











1. ANTISEPTIC (Protection from germs) 
Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! 
A highly perfected new formula actually 
combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The 
exclusive new base melts at body temper- 










ature, forming a powerful, protective film 
that permits effective, long-lasting action. 
Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. DEODORANT (Protection from odor) 
Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic 
and found to be more effective than any- 
thing it had ever used. Norforms are pow- 
erfully deodorant—they eliminate (rather 
than cover up) unpleasant or embarrassing 
odors, and yet have no “medicine” or 
“disinfectant” odor themselves. 


3. CONVENIENT (So easy fo use) 
Norforms are small vaginal suppositories 
that are so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or 
measuring. They’re greaseless and they 
keep in any climate. Your druggist has 
them in boxes of 12 and 24. 


ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANADA 





| 
| 
on 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 


t mail this coupon to: Dept. TN-35S : 
Norwich Pharmacal Company, Norwich, N. Y. 


Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a 
plain envelope. 











a (PLEASE PRINT) 
Street 
City Zone State. 
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Conditions 


CONTAINS LANOLIN! Relieves “shampoo- 
dry” hair and dry scalp! Keeps your hair 
in place...lustrous and well-groomed, all day! 













Fitch Rose Hair Dressing now gives this 
amazing double-action care for your hair: 
1. FITCH keeps wild, dry hair sleekly 
groomed all day! 
2. FITCH conditions dry scalp as you 
groom your hair. Contains lanolin. 
20,000,000 bottles sold every year. Get 
Fitch Rose Hair Dressing at toilet-goods 
ounters everywhere. 





FITCH Sep 


ROSE HAIR DRESSING 
ead BRILLIANTINE 


Also Famous Fitch Hair Oll—10¢ - 





explains the intimate 
=), mysteries of female 
system...reports doctors’ 
findings about how you may 


STOP MONTHLY CRAMPS 


Re 


.-even on the First Day! 


ularly priced at 25¢... but easily worth $1. 
ider limited “first edition” offer, new 24-pg. 
r 5000 word) booklet—fully illustrated in 
yours absolutely free! Tells why you 
enstruate, explains physiology of process. 
hy do you call it “the curse”? How about 
gularity—cramps—‘“change of life’? Scores 
ther questions answered authoritatively. 


New! Easy-to-take Tablets! 


arn, too, how taking Lydia Pinkham’s Com- 
und or Tablets gave complete or striking re- 


lief of functional cramps and other “monthly” 


because of Pinkham’s soothing 


istresses in 3 out of 4 cases in doctors’ tests— 


on first, worst day of period! That’s 
effect on 
e of the pain. Modern in action, you'll 


welcome new Lydia Pinkham Tablets with 


H 


ided iron ... S80 convenient, easy to take! 
eet a FREE copy of A Woman's Guide to 
ith, fill out and mail to ANN PINKHAM, 
leveland St., Lynn, Mass. Mailed in plain 


envelope (not sent to children). 











Offer good only until sume 6, 1953 



































how he proposed 


BY MRS. JOSH WHITE 


‘ ue THE WOMAN who really loves her 
man, it is no job at all to remember 
the sweet, intimate details of her life with 
. the things he said, the way he 
looked, once upon atime. These remem- 
brances are worth more than anything 
else he may give her . . 
furs, jewels, except, of course, his un- 
qualified devotion which, in my case, has 
always counted most. 
I like to wonder at times how many 
women can boast of being married to a 


him. . 


. money, cars, 


man who came a-courting with a guitar 
. with love in his heart and music on 

his lips as did Josh White. Of course 
there are some who consider being court- 
ed by the fellow with the big shiny car 
and money to buy her costly presents, 
the ideal. Not I. I prefer the guitar, 
played simply but with all his soul in 
each note as Josh White played it for me. 
My romance with Josh White goes 
back 19 years to 1933 in New York. I 
was 15 years old and he was a year older. 
I was getting into music as a singer. He 
had already begun his career as a radio 


We came together in an odd 
manner. A friend of Josh’s who had 
been in love with me thought he would 
get even for my not returning his affec- 
tions. His revenge took the form of get- 
ting Josh to break my heart, seeing that 
Josh had a way with the girls. 

This fellow brought Josh around one 
day to introduce us. It was rather awk- 
ward when our friend suddenly disap- 


singer. 


peared, leaving Josh and me trying to 
I didn’t 


suspect a plot behind the introduction, 


make intelligent conversation. 


but thought Josh a very brash young 
man. 

He had a manner of saying things that 
seemed awfully sassy at times, but which 
turned out to make all the sense in the 
world once you got the meaning of what 
he said. Even today, when you listen to 
him talk, his directness seems cruel and 
calculated to disturb you. But once you 
get over the shock, you realize the sig- 
nificance of what you hear. 

That was the (Continued on Page 72) 










































Style No. 512 


i. 1038 

0.48 . 

20% 11.98 Wi, 
VAN. 


STYLE No. 923—A fashion mira- 

cle—fabulous coat of rayon taf- 

feta completely interlined with 

candy-striped taffeta. Wear it as : 
a raincoat—it’s water-repellent— Style No. 515% 
as a lightcoat — it’s so smartly 

styled, as an evening wrap—it's ae Bet 
that magnificent! And the kiss- 

me-bow can be tied to look dif- 40-48 

ferent every time you wear it. 20%-28% 9.98 
Black, navy, with red and white 

stripes. 


STYLE No. 493—LIMITED 
STOCK — Our taffeta butterfly 
flatters every figure — Figure- 
magic for every woman—no mat- 
ter her size! The sophisticated 
drape, the elegant cut, the face- 
framing neckline are eternally 
feminine, eternally enchanting! 
Rayon taffeta in navy, black, 
peacock. 


StyLe No. 512~THREE ON A Skylark Originals 


MATCH -— Sylph-slim pocketed Pf hs 
skirt matches the wide-winged Ps 5 Union Square—New York 3- N. Y. 
jacket ... fly-away revers and # (© PREPAID ORDER. | enclose price of garment 


jacket lining matches the crisp, plus 20¢ to cover postage handling. 
striped blouse-top. This year’s 0D C.O.D. ORDER. I will pay aman price of 
big fashion, Skylark-styled in garment plus postage and C.O.D. charges. 
Stripes and wonderful summer I garment in 10 days if ished 
rayon tweed. Navy, pink, beige. ——e _ cleat vegiaapte tai 


STYLE No. 515—TOP NEWS-— 
Our full sweep circle capelet 
demurely covers a scoop-neck 
dance 'n date sheath. Both but- 
ton trimmed and brightly bound 
for an exciting future. Rayon %. ADDRESS 

butcher linen in navy, pink, ~ cn orave 


powder blue or beige. ~ 
% DEPT. 71-05 
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SHOULD 
A Brive 


ALL? 


.ce all men who marry like 


believe that their bride-to- 
is a virgin, Alma didn’t 
»w whether to tell Ray 
ut one little mistake she 


ide or keep it a secret. 


—s TIRED of talking!” Mom said, 
throwing up her hands in disgust. 
“T’ve said my say, now suit yourself!” 

“But, Mom!” I cried unhappily. “The 
book says—” 

“Oh, the devil with what the book 
says!” Her hands trembled as she 
smoothed out the gingham cloth on the 
kitchen table. “Who’s getting married— 
you or the woman who wrote that book?” 

I laid the book on the table in front of 
her. “It was written by a man,” I said, 
“an expert on marriage counselling.” 

“That’s even worse than I thought,” 
she sighed. “What does a man know 


“Please, darling,’ I begged, “it won't be 
were married. We car it 


long before 





about the mistakes a woman makes?” 

“You don’t understand, Mom. This 
man’s an authority on the subject. He 
interviewed women, talked to hundreds 
of them, then put their answers in this 
book.” 

I flipped the pages to a passage I had 
underlined. “The author quotes Lewis 
M. Terman. Listen—‘If the drop should 
continue at the average rate shown for 
those born since 1890, virginity at mar- 
riage will be close to the vanishing point 
for . . . females born after 1940.’ ” 

Mom gave me a “so-what” look. I 
continued, “And here’s a chart that shows 
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Your HAIR Must Look 
LONGER, LOVELIER 
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“I suffered with an itching misery 
on my hand. The itching just about 
sent me crazy. My Doctor said the 
itching misery was simple ringworm. 
On his advice I used Black and 
White Ointment. In just a_ short 
while the itching was relieved. It 
helped me so much that I will al- 
ways be thankful. I'm strong for 
Black and White Ointment.” 

Leonard Turner, 

1471 Proescher St., 

Norfolk, Ve. 


OVER Si MILLION PACKAGES SOLD 


If you suffer itchy, 
misery of blackheads, 
acne, eczema, simple 
ringworm, get and 
use Black and White 
Ointment today. 25c, 
60c, 85c. Also use 
Black and White Soap. 


BLACK 4° WHITE 
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Amazing HIDEAWAY NU-YUTH BI 

Have alluring curves instead of sagging, heavy wid 

bust. Magic laced midriff adjusts to mo! id your figure. 

Enjoy sweet sixteen separation and firmness. 

LOOK SLIMMER — YOUNGER — MORE ATTRACTIVE 

1. Special design control cups, for maximum support 
for youthful separation, chafe proof seams. 

2. Exclusive, adjustable, midriff gives 
custom-made fit. Does away with 
unsightly ‘‘tires,’’ without bindin: 
and discomforts. Super pre shrun 
broadcloth. 

3. V-shaped, _ elasticized 
breathe with you. 

Sizes 34-52 Cups B, C, D $2.98. 


c ~ 2a S A. FREE 10-DAY TRIAL orrer! 
The S. J. Wegman Co., Dept. N-57 
836 Broadway, New York 3, N.Y. 
Send my “‘NU-YUTH” Bra by return mail. If | 
am not 100% delighted i'll send it back in 10 
days for full purchase price refund. 
How many? (2 for $5.85) 
Bust size Cup size 
Send C.O.D. I'll pay postman $2.98 plus postage. 
‘| - ——s $2.98. You pay amma 
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STARS AND NUMBERS 





— STARS AND planets are more 
harmoniously arrayed in the heavens 
in May than at any other time. This is 
the time to establish a more orderly pat- 
tern of daily living—time to give atten- 
tion to such general affairs as health, 
work, family and social life. 

May provides a sort of breathing spell 
during which one has time to do a bit of 
re-thinking and time to shape one’s ideas 
into a well-defined plan of action. Such 
preparation should make one ready to 
cope with any personal or general con- 
ditions that may arise during the months 
ahead. 

However, there is one variation from 
the promises of harmony given above 
that may become more apparent in the 
lives of many persons during the last 
two weeks of the month. This is the dan- 
ger of domestic disputes and of social 
misunderstandings. Those who are aware 
of this danger are not likely to be caught 
off guard. They will avoid sharp differ- 
ences of opinion, jealousy, errors in judg- 
ment and the tendency to “fly off the 
handle” at the least provocation. 

Asa result, they will come through this 
period richer in experience, self-control 
and in qualities of the soul. Those who 
do not heed the warning signs will pay 
the price in discontent and sorrow. 

Those seeking employment or a change 
in jobs, should find success crowning 
their efforts, particularly if they devote 
themselves seriously to the task from the 
4th to the 14th, giving preference, of 
course to selected dates of their own 
birth sign. 

During May, the planet Venus con- 
tinues to stimulate romantic tendencies 
to fever pitch. Strongly favored are 
those whose birthdays fall under the 
signs of Aries, Gemini, Leo, Saggitarius 
and Aquarius. Libra-born are not too 
well-favored in May and will do well to 
avoid misunderstandings, envy or any- 
thing else that could interfere with mari- 
tal interests or affairs of the heart. 


The aggressive planet Mars in the con- 
stellation Gemini implies a shifting of 
interests, even to the extent of love. This 
may lead to philandering and the subse- 
quent dissension and mistrust which 
follows in its wake. On the other hand, 
those who have been slow to arrive at a 
definite decision in matters of the heart, 
may now find themselves propelled into 
action. 

Prospects for work, family life and 
heart interests are unusually bright for 
those whose birthdays fall under Taurus, 
Cancer, Virgo, Scorpio and Pisces, all 
the way to the 20th of the month, with 
added emphasis from the 8th to 20th. 
This is a period for intense application 
to efforts that will lead to real accom- 
plishments. May 18th, 19th and 20th 
birthdays are bathed with the expansive 
rays of the fortune planet Jupiter during 
the first 10 days. 

Taurus and Gemini birthdays are the 
two main groups in the planetary spot- 
light during May. Days more promising 
for engagements, marriages and social 
affairs in general are the 2nd, 5th, morn- 
‘ings of the 8th, 14th and 15th and the 
afternoon of the 29th. The full moon of 
the 28th and 29th stimulates the roman- 
tic and conjugal tide of May. 

All tints of blue and yellow make up 
the color scheme of the month—blue up 
to the 20th, then yellow. Number com- 
binations to the fore are 3, 6, 9 as well 
as 1. 4 and 6. Look for 3, 5 and 9 to 
gain prominence. 

May presents the following selected 
dates favoring the conduct of important 
matters for those born under the 12 signs 
of the Zodiac: 

Aries—1, 5, 9, 11, 13, 14, 18, 24, 28, 
29. 

Taurus—3, 5, 8, 12, 14, 16, 19, 21, 22, 
24, 29, 30. 

Gemini—5, 6, 9, 10, 14, 16, 17, 18, 
19, 23, 24, 29. 

Cancer—5, 11, 12, 16, 17, 18, 19, 20, 
22, 24, 29. 

Leo—l, 5, 6, (Continued on Page 78) 
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By James Goodrich 


AMITA JO, a cute little vocalist who 

has been singing with Steve Gib- 
son’s Red Caps, is one of several new 
female voices exhibiting great promise 
on recordings. Others are Georgia Carr 
(Capitol), Edna McGriff (Jubilee) and 
Lula Reed (King). 

Damita records for Victor. The label 
introduced her to record fans recently 
on a recording with the Red Caps, a 
small instrumental-vocal group. The re- 
cording coupled | Went to Your Wed- 
ding, the Jessie Mae Robinson novelty, 
with 1 May Hate Myself in the Morning, 
an inane pop tune. Damita was the first 
vocalist to record Wedding and her ver- 
sion was later copied by Patti Page on 
Mercury. However, the Page disc made 
the biggest noise, selling some 1,500,000 
copies to less than a third that figure 
for Damita’s. 

No doubt the great pull of the Page 
name had something to do with that wide 
difference in sale totals for the two plat- 
ters. Also the lush orchestral backing 
she had on the side and the way it was 
strongly ballyhooed around the U.S. by 
Mercury from the time of its release. But 
the most important reason of all, per- 
haps, was an often overlooked factor: 
the novelty is ideal for the odd Page 
voice, not so for Damita’s. She has a 
tender voice and probably would have 
more appeal to fans on attractive ballad 
tunes. 

Vocalists always come off better sing- 
ing melodies suitable to their style than 
they do with those that are not. That 
would seem to be obvious. But the fact 
is not always (Continued on Page 55) 





Oily skin and blemishes* : “Noxzema 
helps keep my oily skin looking fresh and 
smooth. Helps heal blemishes*, too!” says 
Henrietta House of Port Chester, N. Y. 





How you, too, can 


Look lovelier 





Doctor’s new beauty care helps 
your skin look fresher, lovelier 
—and helps keep it that way! 
If you aren’t entirely satisfied with your 
complexion — here’s the biggest beauty 
news in years! A famous doctor has de- 
veloped a wonderful new home beauty 

routine. 

Different! This sensible beauty care 
owes its amazing effectiveness to the 
unique qualities of Noxzema. This fa- 
mous greaseless, medicated beauty cream 
combines softening, soothing, healing 
and cleansing ingredients. 


Results are thrilling ! 


Letters from women all over America 
praise Noxzema’s quick help for oily 


skin and externally- 22e 


caused blemishes. 

Like to help your 
problem skin look love- 
lier? Then try this: 

1. Cleanse thoroughly 
by ‘cream-washing’ with 
Noxzema and water. Ap- 
ply Noxzema to face and 
neck, then wring out a 
cloth in warm water and 


wash your face as if using | 


e. 





soap. See how fresh your | 
skin looks the very first | 
time you‘cream-wash’with @ 
Noxzema—no dry, drawn feeling! 
2. Night cream. Smooth on Noxzema so 
that its softening, soothing ingredients can 
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help your skin look smoother, lovelier. Al- 
ways pat a bit extra over any blemishes* to 
help heal them—fast! You will see a wonder- 
ful improvement as you go on faithfully using 
Noxzema. It’s greaseless. No smeary pillow! 
3. Make-up base. ‘Cream-wash’ again in 
the morning, then apply Noxzema as your 
long-lasting powder base. *externally-caused 

















Noxzema works or money back! 
In clinical tests, it helped 4 out of 5 
women with discouraging skin prob- 
lems. Try Noxzema for 10 days. If not 
delighted, return the jar to Noxzema, 
Baltimore. Your money back! 





| Nicos lovelier offer!] 
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at drug, cosmetic counters. 
Limited time only! 
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With your finger-tips, 
massage amazing new 
Sulfur-8 vigorously 
through hair and into 
‘scalp, especially 
around temples and 
other danger spots. 


frizzled, harsh. 





Note how much 
more manageable 
your hair is... how 
lustrous and soft. 
Note, especially, how 
it no longer looks so 


This method helps you relieve ugly, 
scaly dandruff too . . . relieves brit- 
tleness, splitting and breaking of 
hair ends so even “problem hair” 
can look longer, thicker, more 
beautiful . . . no matter how you 
may have mistreated it! 





REMARKABLE PHARMACEUTICAL FORMULA 


SULFUR-8 


ACTS 2 SCIENTIFIC WAYS AT ONCE... 


How regular cere with wonderful NEW, 
IMPROVED SULFUR-8 (rich in lanolin and 
absorbable polysulphides) can make coarse 
‘‘dried-out’’ lack-lustre hair glow with 

new beauty . . . look glamorously softer, and 
longer ... your crowning glory once more! 


N OW ... enjoy hair and scalp care 

with a truly professional formula! 
lhe kind of care for which you might 
pay dollars a week .. . for just pennies 
a day at home! 

Wonderful new, improved Sulfur-8 
icts two ways: First—by supplement- 
ing the valuable natural oils lost 
through action of sun and water... 
and from the drying effect of hot 
-ombs, marcel irons and hair straight- 
=ners. Second—by “conditioning” your 
hair and scalp . . . with the penetrat- 
ng action of lanolin and antiseptic 
sulphur massage. 

You see, Sulfur-8 care not only sof- 
tens hair and makes it look smoother, 
longer, more glamorous. The mas- 





USERS ARE ENTHUSIASTIC! 


I am so thrilled I can hardly find 
ords to express my joy about 
Sulfur-8. I have never used such a 
vonderful hair preparation. I am 
ickeled to death with what it has 
Jone for my hair.” 


—Bloomingburg, Ohio 


I have been using your product for 
»ver four years, while away from 
home. Now that I am back, folks are 
mazed at my hair. I have given lots 

f people your address.” 
—New Orleans, La. 








sage its use demands helps stimulate 
circulation of the scalp. It also relieves 
the brittleness and dryness, splitting 
and breaking off of hair. Relieves 
itchy embarassment of scaly dandruff. 
Makes hair look thicker, glossier . . . 
easier to manage, groom and style! 

And when your hair and scalp have 
had Sulfur-8’s “conditioning,” you'll 
be amazed at your hair’s softer, more 
lustrously appealing look. 


HAIR THAT’S CARESSABLE! 


Sulfur-8 gives you the benefits of 
polysulphides (sulfur in absorbable 
form praised by scalp experts). Only 
Sulfur-8 Hair Conditioner gives you 
this pharmaceutical combination. 

So—let your hair reveal its true, full 
natural length—glisteningly lovely — 
with Sulfur-8 care! Don’t rely on 
greasy and ill-smelling pomades. Keep 
your hair “live”-looking — glowing 
with caressable appeal! 

Get Sulfur-8 . . . and use it under 
our ironclad money-back guarantee 
of satisfaction . . . starting today! 


USE GLOSS-8 PRESSING OIL for 
superior results in pressing hair...and 
SULFUR-8 SHAMPOO to make hair 
look softer and more beautiful! Never 
dries the hair! 


Watch for These DANGER SIGNS! 
DRY SCALP - ITCHING - DANDRUFF SCALES - SPLIT ENDS 
HAIR COARSE + CRACKING AND BREAKING OF HAIR - HAIR LUSTRELESS 


shampoos and harsh treat- 
ments . . . it makes your 
hair look “livelier” in every 
way. Try it. Let Sulfur-8 
care “transform” the looks 
of your hair . . . win you 
new compliments. 


Don’t neglect warnings! 
Proper care is the first step 
in relieving these scalp and 
hair problems. Sulfur-8 
not only supplements the 
oils washed and burned out 
of your hair by drying 


ORDER BY MAIL— AT NO RISK 


if druggist doesn't carry... or is out of stock 





No risk! Just fill in name and address below and mail this I 


coupon TODAY. Pay postman $1.10 (plus postage and 
tax) when Sulfur-8 comes. Money back if not delighted! 

(Please print name 
SutFur-8, Derr. T-535 and eddress). 
1310 BEpForD AVE., SROOKLYN 16, N. Y. 
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Rush my big 2 oz. jar of Sulfur-8 as offered above. | 
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TEEN 
TALK 





By Jane Walters 


ew THOSE pouty red lips, heavenly 
child, and stick out your fever-coat- 
ed tongue. Spring is here. Along with 
the sulphur and molasses that mother 
sneaks into your breakfast pablum, and 
those mid-semester exams cooked up by 
teacher, Aunt Jane is going to put you 
through another purge. 

This one shall henceforth be known as 
your P. Q.—popularity quotient. To 
translate, row is the time for all good 
guys and gals to check up on their date- 
rating. 

How do you stack up with your class- 
mates? Do they love you down at P. S. 
38? Are you the freshmen’s favorite, 
the sweetheart of the sophomore class? 
Do the juniors jilt you? Are you a snob- 
bish senior? Or are you just an all- 
round, all-American Jack or Jill to those 
in a position to hate you? 

Bookkeepers have a thing called a bal- 
ance sheet which checks off business 
profits against losses. Many jobs have 
merit systems which determine, over a 
given length of employment, whether a 
worker gets a raise or an invitation to 
look for another job. And the good folks 
will tell you that when the Roll is Called 
Up Yonder, you and nobody else will 
have to account for the good and the bad 
impressions you left on others down here 
on earth. 

Fortunately, you do not have to wait 
until you are a wage-earner or dead and 
molding in your grave before taking 
inventory of your social shortcomings. 
If you are not date bait, if Saturday night 
isthe loneliest night in the week and your 
telephone almost never rings, then your 
P.Q. needs overhauling. 

Everybody wants to be wanted and 
sought after and loved by somebody else. 
It is only natural, especially during your 
school days when it is important to be in 
the middle of things, a part of the gang. 
You want to be invited places and missed 
when you aren’t there. You want to feel 


that you belong. Check? Then straighten 
up and fly right. 


Determine where your 





personality sags, and mend your fences. 
Change your ways. 

If you would win friends and get dates, 
friendliness should be near, if not at the 
top, of your personality point list. Don’t 
be afraid to speak to those you know. If 
you are a girl, don’t wait for male friends 
to say “hello” when you meet them in the 
school hall or on the street. 

Cheerfulness goes hand in hand with 
friendliness. 
wet blanket lousing up a party. No one 
has either the time for nor the patience 
to woo you out of your teen-age doldrums 


No one want a sourpuss or 


and into glowing good humor so that you 
can rejoin the human race. Make a point 
of being alive and alert. Be glad that 
you are living. Radiate joy and happi- 
ness and you will not only be good com- 
pany, but also a good influence on those 
around you. 

Being popular does not mean that you 
have to stage a one-man circus or a one- 
woman exhibition. 
stand on your head in the center of a 
gathering to be remembered. A chain of 
corny jokes isn’t always fun-provoking. 
Friends may laugh the first time you sit 
down at the piano when you can’t play, 
but you can overdo it. 

Not everyone was born to be the life 
of the party, so take it easy, little hood- 
lums and hoodlettes. Nothing so dis- 
gusts a fellow as to have his girl make a 
spectacle of herself before his friends. 


And vice versa. 
Being loud and good natured is little | 


better than being loud and wrong. One | 
of the nicest coeds at a certain Eastern 
high school, a pretty girl from a good 
family, with every opportunity to learn | 


good from evil, is a trial to her friends. 


You can hear her from one end of a 
Her voice carries 


When | 


streetcar to the other. 
above the loudest conversation. | 
she laughs, people turn around. To top | 
it off, she works hard at being cute. 

Along with the show-off type who is | 
too, too gay, is (Continued on Page 78) | 









It isn’t necessary to | 







AMAZING NEW HOSPITAL PLAN 


Faysfoulach 


FULL STAY HOSPITAL 
=—2_ 


COSTS ONLY PENNIES A DAY! 
So Fo The Rental ter A , A Week, A Month, A Year, 
hust As Long As You solutely We eve Limit, 
Just As Long “As You Stay. Limit. 
We pay CASH direct to you in addition to what you may 
collect from other insurance —— including Workmen's 
Compensation. Gives you blessed EXTRA help against 
sky high hospital bills! This Policy provides Hospital 
Room and Board Benefits for sickness or accident ‘(rest 
homes, sanitariums, and Govt. Hospitals excluded) .. . 
Cash Benefits for 73 E weg Operations . . . Lump 
Cash for a on . - Cash payments for Loss of 
Eyes, Hands, + + Special Polie Protection, plus 
ether valuabie HE One policy covers individual er 
entire family, birth to age 75. MATERNITY availabie 
at slight extra cost. A, - only by mail. Good anywhere in 
U.S. and possessions. Don’t wait till it’s too late! Let us 
send you full detaits! (No Agent will call). 


FREE! MAIL COUPON 
LIFE INSURANCE CO. OF «x? _— . 

Dept. 553-TA, Wilmington 99, | 
| iene send me, without an Dg a details | 








i: your new, low cost NO TIME LIMIT | 
HOSPITAL Plan. No agent will call. 

| Name : 
| Address 4. 
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MAKE MORE MONEY 
LET ME SEND YOU 
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Tonight you can 
say goodbye - 
hair that is streaked, gra 
dull, faded, burnt or lifeless. With the first 
application of BLACK STRAND Hair Color- 
ing, your hair takes on a natural, lustrous 
black beauty — evenly! BLACK STRAND 
won’t rub off. Only occasional touch-ups 
necessary at temples, partings and roots as 
hair grows out. Yes, you can have like-new 
hair, shining, young- ‘looking, this very night, 
in your own home. No waiting for results. 
No expensive beauty parlor treatments neces- 
sary. USE BLACK STRAND to have your 
hair look its colorful best. Satisfaction or 
money refunded. GET BLACK STRAND 
today—look like a new person tonight! At 
Druggists Everywhere. 


BLACK STRAND 
5 SHADES . . . Jet Black—Black—Dark 
Brown—Medium Brown—Light Brown 
STRAND PRODUCTS CO. 


Dept. 723-E, 118 S. Clinton, Chicago 6, Il. 
15 




















omance. To her. the case of Marie was just an- 
of an unwed mother. but after Jean met Jay. she 


d more fully what happens to a woman in love. 
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SAT STARING at the woman hud- 

died in the chair beside my desk. She 
was weeping and it annoyed me. I didn’t 
approve of people displaying their emo- 
tions in public; it showed weakness of 
character. I took a tissue out of the box 
in my drawer and shoved it into her 
hand. 

“Here, dry your eyes,” I said sharply. 
“Crying won’t help.” 

“I know, Miss Emory, but I just can’t 
help it,” she said tearfully. “I’m so 
mixed up, I don’t know which way to 
turn!” 

“The first thing you’ve got to do is 
put that man out of your life.” 

“Don’t you think I’ve tried?” Her 
fingers were ripping the damp tissue to 
shreds. ““He—he keeps coming back.” 

Weak—no character, I thought dis- 
gustedly. She wasn’t a_bad-looking 
woman, just about my age, too. But 
there the resemblance ended. Her tired, 
beaten expression showed that she had 
lived through hard times and experi- 
ences I had never known. She had left 
her youth and beauty somewhere along 
the rugged path she’d followed. 

I let my eyes drop to the open folder 
on my desk. She had come to the private 
agency I worked for at the time her first 
child was on the way. We had helped 
her. A year later she was back, and now 
she was seeking help again. 

Each time, the man in the case had 
been different. Things were further com- 
plicated by the fact that she was seeing 
yet another man—his name was some- 


where in my report—but swore that he 
was not the father of the child she was 


expecting. 

I closed the folder and set my lips 
grimly. “Our agency has been very help- 
ful and understanding in your case,” | 
said in my best professional manner, 
“but you have two children, Miss Neely. 
You'll have to stop seeing this man—” 

“Larry?” 

“Larry, Tom, Dick, Harry—any man! 
Otherwise, I have no other course but to 
recommend that you be dropped from 
our rolls.” 

She gazed at me as if she didn’t under- 
stand my words. Then her eyes blazed 
with anger and for a moment I thought 
she might reach across the desk and slap 
me. 

“Go ahead! Send in your report,” she 
blurted out. “I’m not going to stop being 
human for you or anybody else! You 
can put down on that paper that if they 


think it’s a sin to be a woman, then they 
know what they can do with their char- 
ity!” 

“Just a moment, Miss Neely! That’s 
not the proper attitude,” I said, trying to 
calm her down. 

She jumped up and shoved back her 
chair. “I’m sick to death of being lec- 
tured by some dried-up social worker 
who wouldn’t know what to do with a 
man if she had one!” she raved. 

“Why, you—!” I gasped and pounded 
my desk. “That’s quite enough from 
you!” 

An insolent smile curled her lips. 
“Well, would you?” 

“Get out!” 

Long after she turned and strode out 
of my office, I sat there, trembling with 
rage. A loose woman like that, unedu- 
cated and obviously with few—if any— 
scruples, was not worth a second thought, 
I told myself. There was nothing she 
could do to me. I’d been with the agency 
for five years and my handling of the 
case would never be questioned. 

But my hand halted over the rubber 
stamp marked “Request for Aid De- 
nied.” Now that I had calmed down, I 
had to face the reason I had become so 
angry. Quite by chance—or had she 
read it in my face—my client had found 
the one chink in my armor of poised pro- 
fessional aloofness. Her barbed remark 
had sunk home. I didn’t have a man, 
and even if I had— I put my head down 
on the desk and wept. 

That evening, as I prepared to go 
home, Miss Simmons, my supervisor, 
called me into her office. Seeing that | 
already had my coat on, she said quickly, 
“Oh, I didn’t know you were ready to 
leave, Jean. What I want can wait until 
tomorrow.” 

“That’s all right, Miss Simmons,” I 
told her. “If you want to get technical 
about it, I’ve still got five more minutes 
before signing out.” 

She laughed and offered me a ciga- 
rette. “Well, all right. I just wouldn’t 
want to hold you up if you had a date or 
something.” 

I felt my cheeks burn. That was the 
second time today such a remark had 
been made to me. Had she meant any- 
thing by it? I was positive she hadn’t. 
There wasn’t a mean or unkind bone in 
Rose Simmons’ body. I liked her and 
had always considered her my friend. 

She had a shock of gray hair that was 
startling at first sight because of her trim 
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and youthful face. No one at the 
y seemed to know exactly how old 
was, but she’d been a professional 
| worker for years and was consid- 
ne of the best. 
s about that Neely case, Jean,” she 
mec. 
tantly, | was on my guard. “What 
+69 
‘thing—only you didn’t make any 
mendation. You did see the Neely 
in today, didn’t you?” 
tabbed my cigarette into the ash 
“IT saw her—enough to last me 
now on!” 
leafed through a folder labeled 
y, Marie; No. U-352.” The “U” 
| for “unwed mother.” “A difficult 
Rose remarked. I nodded grimly 
he went on: “Well, do we help her 
me or drop her?” 
first impulse was to tell her to for- 
he whole business, but I hesitated. 


After all, the woman did need help; and 
there were the children. Certainly, they 
were innocent victims of their mother’s 
indiscretions. No point in making them 
suffer further. But, more important, it 
would have been unethical for me to 
make a decision that was influenced by 
personal antagonism. 

“Maybe I'd better do a little more in- 
vestigation,” I said. “Meanwhile, we 
could send her a check for current ex- 
penses.”” 

Rose smiled knowingly, but said noth- 
ing. She put the file away and linkéd her 
arm with mine. “I’d like to ride home 
with you, Jean, but I’ve got a dinner 
meeting that’s. pretty important.” 

“Can’t I give you a lift?” 

“Thanks, just the same, but I'll grab 
a cab. I want to have a chat with you 
soon, though. But not here at the office,” 
she laughed. “That’s reserved for the 
problems of clients only.” 


ae a good look, sister, bee ause that’s a 
man—my man!” 


~ O I DROVE home alone, had an un- 
N ne ; 

appetizing dinner of leftovers and 
read until I dropped off to sleep. The 
next morning, I phoned the office that I 
had some field work to do before coming 
in. Then I drove to the run-down build- 
ing where Marie Neely lived. 

For a long time I sat in the car smok- 
ing, trying to figure out just why I had 
come. Was IJ really interested in deter- 
mining whether Marie Neely actually 
needed help, and how much? Or had I 
come to pry into her private life and in- 
spect her shabby quarters just to bolster 
the superiority I instinctively felt? 

| didn’t have the answer when | got 
out of the car and entered the ram- 
shackle tenement. I picked my way 
through groups of children dressed: in 
clean, but patched castoffs and climbed 
the rickety stairs to the third floor. I 
knocked on the door of Marie’s apart 
ment and waited. 





Inside, I heard what I was positive was 
a man’s voice, but I couldn’t be sure. 
Finally, Marie’s voice called out: “Yeah? 
Who is it?” 
“Miss Emory of the agency. I want 
to talk to you.” 
There was a long silence and finally a 
sullen, “Okay. Just hold it a minute.” 
As I waited, I asked myself again just 
what it was I hoped to accomplish by this 
Fyisit. It was not unusual for me to do a 
‘little investigation work whenever I felt 
Fit was necessary, even though I was not 
acase worker. Was I looking for some- 
‘thing that would justify my personal dis- 
like of the woman who had not only 
F touched a sore spot but rubbed it raw? 
At last, the door swung partially open, 


but Marie blocked my way. “Well?” Her 
tone was insulting, but I asked politely, 
“May I come in?” Gently, but firmly, I 
pushed open the door and entered. | 
heard Marie mumble something about 
“nerve,” but she didn’t try to stop me. 

I swept an eye over my surroundings. 
The place wasn’t much, but I could see 
that Marie had worked at keeping it neat 
and clean. I remembered from the rec- 
ord that it was a two-room apartment. 
We were in the kitchen, but Marie made 
no move to usher me into the other room, 
which was on the other side of a frayed 
drapery across the door. 

“The check 
Thanks.” 

I realized that Rose must have had the 


came this morning. 


“I’m sick to death of being lectured by some 

dried-up social worker who wouldn’t know 

what to do with a man if she had one!” she 
raved. 


check all ready to go out at the very time 
she was talking to me the night before. I 
heard a movement on the other side of 
the drapery and took a step toward the 
other room. Marie jumped in front of 
me, her arms folded. “You can have it 
back,” she declared. 

I was taken aback. “The check? No, 
it’s yours. It’s to keep you going while 
we do a little more checking.” 

“That’s what I mean. If you think it 
gives you the right to come snooping 
around, then you can take it right back.” 

“Oh, come now, Marie!” I was get- 
ting annoyed. “You've been through this 
before. You know it’s customary for us 
to investigate our clients. Don’t be so 


(Continued on Page 46) 


sensitive.” 
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Dan satisfied her greed and her desire for the luxuries of life, 


but Christine found out that the price she paid 


( 


yol 


for her folly was far more than it was worth. 


’ ‘HE MOMENT I opened the door, I 
knew something had gone wrong— 
igically wrong. I had given Allen my 
jther’s address, trusting to luck that 
would never learn the truth, but now 
e stood in the door of my apartment, a 
bitter gleam in his eye and a sardonic 
ile twisting his handsome face. 
‘Allen, honey!” I exclaimed. “This is 
urprise. I—I didn’t expect—come in, 
yon’t you?” 
‘Sure, why not, Chris?” He saun- 
red past me and stood with his hands 
his hips surveying the place. He 
hoved his hat to the back of his head 
und swung around to face me. “You 
know, this is a part of my education they 
neglected at college—how to live like a 
millionaire on the salary of a manicur- 
t,” he said sarcastically. 
“Allen, I can explain everything. I—” 
“Some layout you’ve got here, baby. 
lot fancier than I’d expected, but after 
ll, I’m just a square who doesn’t know 
he facts of life.” 
I clutched his arm desperately. “Please 
listen, darling! I know it looks bad, 
—" 
He jerked away. “I’m learning fast, 
though. My eyes are open now, not full 
f stardust, like up at the resort last 


” 


immer.” 

| choked down a sob that rose in my 
hroat. “Allen, darling—you must be- 
ieve me! What happened between us— 

ir love was real.” 

“Cut the act, Chris!” Allen’s voice 
was hard. “It’s as phony as everything 
else. Your mother warned me not to 
ome over here, but I had to see for my- 
elf.” 

| flinched at the utter contempt in his 
20 


voice, but I made no move to stop him 
as he headed for the door. | could only 
stand there, drained of all emotion, as 
his bitter words lashed at me. “You’ve 
got a good deal here, baby. Better hang 
on to it. I can’t compete with Dan Banks. 
And you know what? [| don’t even want 
to!” 

The door slammed shut and I knew 
then that nothing else in the world mat- 
tered because the one decent thing in 
my life had ended. Dan Banks had sat- 
isfied my ambition, my greed and my 
desire for pretty things; and now he had 
cost me the man I loved. 

I didn’t owe Dan a thing. We'd each 
gotten what we bargained for and had 
been satisfied for more than a year. | 
had the luxuries I’d dreamed of all my 
life, and, in return for providing me with 
them, Dan had a young girl to help him 
bring back the illusion of his faded 
youth. It worked out fine; Dan was not 
too demanding on my time and very 
often I didn’t see him for weeks. 

On the infrequent occasions when he 
came to the apartment he’d set up for 
me, he spent most of the time talking 
about the past, the “good old days” 
when he was king of the gamblers and 
the idol of women who followed the 
sporting crowd. Usually, however, we 
went out where Dan could show me off, 
parading me before the eyes of the pub- 
lic, much the same way he did his Cad- 
illac, his diamonds and his fabulously 
expensive wardrobe. 

Then Allen came along, and every- 
thing was turned topsy-turvy. I had to 
choose between love and luxury; make a 
decision between the never-ending strug- 


gle against poverty and the pampered 
existence I’d grown accustomed to. 


KNEW THE back-breaking, dream- 

killing fight to stay alive from bitter 
experience. Shortly after I was born, 
Dad had called it quits and I never for- 
gave him for running out that way on 
Mom and us kids. 

I never knew what he looked like, but 
everyone always said that I had his quiet, 
almost innocent, light-brown eyes and 


slightly wavy (Continued on Page 56) 








“Some layout you’ve got here, baby. A lot 

fancier than I’d expected, but, after all, 

I'm just a square who doesn’t know the 
facts of life.” 





MOST BEAUTIFUL WOMAN 


California doctor tells of his marriage to Ziegfeld beauty and movie star Helen Lee Worth- 

ing, known as the world’s most beautiful woman. She had her pick of millionaires and big 

business men, but chose to marry an unknown Negro physician and eventually took her life 
because of the tragedy which followed their wedding. 


BY DR. EUGENE C. NELSON 


MARRIED a famous Ziegfeld beauty 

shapely, blonde Helen Lee Worth- 

at the time during the roaring 20’s 

vhen she was the toast of the cinema 

rid and I was an unknown doctor in 

»s Angeles. The marriage got sensa- 

nal headline play in American news- 

papers and made gossipy talk all over 

1c nation. But not because it was some- 

hing unusual for a theatrical star to 

jarry an unknown professional, for oth- 

rs before us had done the same thing. 

Rather it was because of the racial angle 
volved. 

Helen was white. I had an admixture 

f Negro blood in me. That made our 


marriage incompatible to the public, 
though we loved each other dearly. In 
the U.S., during the age we were wed, 
the idea of mixed marriage was general- 
ly frowned upon far more bitterly than 
it is today. Any such marital union back 
then was almost certain to create lurid 
newspaper stories and lewd gossip. Ours 
did more so, since Helen was so widely 
known. 

From the day our marriage was first 
announced on the front page of a Los 
Angeles daily, people never left us alone. 
Helen was crucified. Movie studios shut 
her out of cinema work completely. Day 
after day, she was barraged with taunts 


from whites who berated her for step- 
ping out of her race to marry. They 
called her vile names, they ridiculed her. 
She somehow weathered the attacks for 
a while but eventually cracked up under 
the strain. 

I got some of the same treatment. | 
was frequently insulted, heckled and 
sneered at by whites for being bold 
enough to take a white woman for my 
wife. And even some Negroes in Los 
Angeles—particularly a good many in 
the white-collared class—came to hate 
me for taking the step, claiming that it 
hurt racial relations in the community. 

The price Helen and I paid to be to 








Vor 


Dr. Nelson and ex-Follies girl, Helen Lee 
Worthing as they appeared in “love gar- 
den” of California home. 


gether was costly in several ways but 
especially in human suffering. Yet, when 
I'm asked today whether it was worth it 
all, I always reply with an emphatic yes. 
I'm a man strong on convictions. I be- 
lieve firmly in the basic religious prin- 
ciple that “all men are created equal.” 
ltis a principle substantiated by science, 
and I am a scientist. I also believe that 
aman should be free to marry any per- 
son of his choice, which is why. I took 
Helen for a wife in face of the insur- 
mountable odds I knew were against that 
sort of wedlock. I took the risk. I suf- 
fered for it. But I don’t regret that I did. 
What I went through for Helen was 


At the height of her career, Helen Lee Worthing co-starred with John Barrymore in 
movie “Don Juan” and with Adolphe Menjou in “The Swan.” On Broadway, she had 
been starred as the “Golden Girl” of the “Ziegfeld Follies.” 


23 











Wealthy and handsome Dr. Eugene C. Nel- 
on as he appeared at the time of his mar- 
riage to famous beauty. 


First home of couple 


and chauffeur. 






Fe mnt 


was palatial Wilshire Boulevard mans 
White salesman’s wife, Margaret Desmond, worked here as Nelson’s 
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maid, cook 






ion, complete with 


secretary. Her husband filed $100,000 love theft suit against doctor. 


When Dr. Eugene C. Nelson answered that emergency call, 
little did he dream that it would lead to his marriage to the 
world’s most beautiful woman or that their marriage would 


end in divorce and suicide. 


Now, 25 years later, he tells 


their sensational love story. 


orth it all. Were I placed in a similar 

tuation today, I’d go through it again 
ill over. 

| like to remember Helen as she was 
before the troubles of our marriage set 

I’ve never known a woman more full 

f life or more exciting. She simply en- 

hanted people with her glamour and 

triking good looks. A really voluptuous 

figure, she was acclaimed by experts as 

1e of the five most beautiful women in 
the world. 

Because of her beauty primarily, she 
had reached the top in her trade—show 
business. On Broadway, she had been 
tarred as the “Golden Girl” of the Zieg- 
eld Follies. In Hollywood, she had been 
cast in movies opposite John Barrymore 
ind Adolphe Menjou. She was a big fa- 
orite with men and a much sought-after 
yvoman. 

\t the height of her glory, Helen had 

pick of men. They called her the 
larling of the gods” and the title suited 

r perfectly. She was often entertained 

vishly by men of great wealth, includ- 
tycoons, bankers, millionaires and 


professionals. Many of them wanted to 
marry her. Yet she turned them all down 
to become my wife. I must assume that 
it could only have been love that guided 
her to me, for at the time, I was just a 
doctor of average means. 

Helen confessed to me many times that 
before she met me she had been a very 
lonesome woman, despite all the atten- 
tion men paid her. She was lonely, she 
used to explain, because she never had 
found a love to suit her. Then I came 
into her life and she declared that I gave 
her that love. 

I met Helen strictly by chance. One 
summer evening some 25 years ago, I 
was hailed to a Hollywood address on an 
urgent sick call. A well-known, white 
female movie star was ill and wanted my 
services as a doctor. It was my first call 
from the woman whom I’d often seen in 
films and read much about in newspa- 
pers but had never met. After a hasty 
dash, I arrived at the star’s house and 
was ushered in by a colored maid named 
Sally. 


The patient was in her bedroom. As 





she lay quietly in bed, she made a stun- 
ningly beautiful picture, though a bit 
paled from her sickness. I was staring 
at her but tried to hide it. She had her 
eyes fixed rigidly on me, so I quickly 
went about my work. 

I éxamined her thoroughly, then gave 
her some medicine. In a short while, she 
told me she felt much better. I prepared 
to leave after instructing the maid about 
the medicine. Just as I started to go, | 
glimpsed the patient staring at me the 
same way I had done at her earlier. But 
in her eyes was a look of admiration and 
keen interest. I watched her constantly 
as I departed from the bedroom and was 
on my way out of the house. 

As I drove back to my office, I remem- 
bered how she had looked at me and it 
gave me a feeling of elation. | felt 
strongly attracted to her, for some rea- 
son or other. It was a kind of feeling 
that was more intense than any I had 
ever experienced before. Suddenly, her 
name—Helen Lee Worthing—was no 
longer just the tag of another patient. It 
was now that of a person whom I knew 
I could love. I vowed to see her again, if 
that was humanly possible. 

Next morning, I planned a way to 
meet her once more. I dispatched a spe 
cial messenger to her house with several 
dozens of huge American Beauty roses 
and a card which read: “To the loveliest 
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‘Now practicing in San Diego, Dr. Nelson 


lewes modest office to make calls on pa- 
tients. He is still considered a good dresser. 


lady in all the world! From—her ador- 
ing doctor.” 

] waited hours for an answer but none 
came. That night, I decided to phone her. 
She answered and was cordial. I asked 
her to have dinner with me the following 
evening. To my great joy, she accepted 
readily. 

I called for her on time that night and 
she answered the door instead of the 
maid, as was customary. I was stopped 
in my tracks. Helen looked just like a 
doll. About her pretty face, her golden 
hair was smartly styled in rippling 
waves. She wore a new white chiffon 
and lace dress. As she stood there before 
me, I couldn’t utter a word. I could do 
nothing but stare at her. Finally, I forced 
out enough words to ask her, “Are you 
truly real?” She didn’t answer, just held 
out her hand to me. 

That evening proved to be a real gay 
one for us that led to many others like it. 
We became close and more and more in 
love. Often we dined together in some 
famous night spot around Hollywood, in 
Chinatown or San Fernando Valley. We 
also went to theaters, dances and sym- 
phony concerts together. Sometimes I’d 
drive the two of us in my car along the 
Pacific Ocean to quaint places outside 
Hollywood like La Jolla and Santa Bar- 
bara or inland to Mexicali, Palm Springs, 
Death Valley (Continued on Page 77) 


Race horses for the E. C. Nelson Stable are bred on physician’s farm and include flat 
racers, pacers and trotters. One of his trotters won Santa Anita race for biggest payoff in 
track’s history. Every morning, Dr. Nelson takes ride on stallion called “Governor.” 


Inscribed portrait of wife, Helen, taken during time when she was the toast of Broadway 
is one of Dr. Nelson’s most treasured possessions. On the back of beauty’s photo, she had 
written in pencil, “You are a sweet thing, Eugene—I love you with all my heart.” 
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NOT THE MARLAWAT 


Kenny always had believed in the hit-and-run kind of love, 
»ut when the doctor told him that he was about to be- 
ome a father, he wanted Callie back more than ever. 


'’M ONE OF the guys who came out 
of the Army and didn’t go back to 
hool on the GI Bill. But I did get a 
n from Uncle Sam and bought my- 
f a sweet little fishing boat with the 
nmest lines of any craft off the Florida 
ast. I lived the way I liked and liked 
way I lived. 
You see, those cold winters in Eng- 
1d had put a chill in my bones that 
ild be thawed out by no less than 50 
urs or so of living and working and 
ying in the sun. So I traded my khaki 
form and GI boots for dungarees and 
air of sneakers. I had my own ideas 
yout work, too. 
[ used to laugh at the poor suckers 
put out to sea before dawn every 
rning, worked like dogs until it was 
dark to see, then dragged back to 
t with a load of smelly fish they had 
ell at whatever price the canneries 
ild pay. Then, the weekend would 
e and they’d drink and gamble away 
r dough and start out all over again 
Monday morning. 
None of that for me. I worked only 
n I felt like it and only long enough 
keep up the payments on the Ora B. 
o keep groceries on the shelf of my 
ther-beaten, two-room shack just off 
beach. 
ind for my fun. I’d get into my one 
| suit, take out 25 or 30 dollars from 
n can under the loose board in the 
en floor, and then head for Jack- 
ille. Or maybe some smaller town 
| be my destination, anywhere I 
| find drinking, dancing and dames. 
he binge would last as long as my 
1ey did, then I’d make a bee-line to 
hack. If my head ached, my heart 
didn’t. Love? Strictly the hit-and- 
kind for me. Settling down with a 
ind raising a bunch of kids? I had 
es for that, as they say. 
men were all right—in their place. 


And as far as I was concerned, they had 
only one place. 

I guess you know by now that I was 
ripe for plucking. But who plucked who 
and how isn’t the kind of story you hear 
every day... . 

I had a pretty clear idea of my type of 
woman. You see, I’d rent my boat out 
to guys with dough who liked to go after 
sailfish and all the big fellows. They’d 
pay the rental for the boat and pay ad- 
ditional for my services as guide. Some- 
times they brought their women with 
them, plush blondes and buxom bru- 
nettes, who'd sun-bathe on the after deck 
or even on top of the cabin while their 
men had their sport. 

That’s the way I liked my women—I 
don’t mean blonde or redheaded—but 
big enough to make a good armful. So 
when these two chicks started giving me 
the eye in the bar I picked out for my 
howling, I decided that the hefty one 
with the swivel hips was my dish. 

Her friend was a small, mousy-look- 
ing girl who looked like she was cutting 
classes in high school. But she tagged 
right along when her friend sauntered 
over to me. 

“Join me in a drink?” I asked the big 
one, deliberately ignoring the chicken 
with her. 

“We'd love it,” she answered. “Let’s 
get a booth.” 

The little one acted as if the invita- 
tion was for her. She scurried to an 
empty booth and sat down. Her friend 
took my arm and was pulling me along. 
“Take it easy, baby,” I said. “How come 
the chicken is inviting herself to our 
party?” 

“Aw, don’t be like that,” she coaxed. 
“Callie’s a swell kid.” She went on to 
tell me that all the guys were crazy about 
Callie and how much fun she could be. 

So I sat (Continued on Page 72) 











“Oh, what's the use?” she wailed. 
thought drinking would help, but Pm 


even good enough to be bad. 
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| PALD CASTE FOR MY 


felling a white lie to his wife could have proved disastrous 


ee i a te OE 


or Otis, but woman-like, Carrie knew the truth all the time 


but never let on. 


> 6. ere 


STARED at my sister-in-law, trying have been two million. We were not rich 
to imagine what was going on behind people, although Pearl tried to appear 
t harsh, painted face of hers. Her so, with her cheap fur jacket and imita- 
ds had been plain enough, but I _ tion snakeskin shoes and handbag. 
ind it hard to believe that any woman I was just a packing house worker, 
ild be so hard and heartless. Pearl's living in the housing project on Oma- 
were twisted into an evil smile, and _ha’s south side. But the decision I had 
» was aware that she held the happi- to make was as difficult for me as if I’d 
of three people in her hands, it been a millionaire whose only child was 
1inly didn’t seem to bother her. being held for ransom. 
It’s up to you, Otis,” she repeated. It all began that Saturday night six 
years ago when I walked into the Elk’s 


Lit 


ther you come across, or I'll spill 
ything to Carrie. And you know club, looking for some of the fellows who 
t that means!” worked with me at the plant. Eddie, the 
Yes, I knew only too well. It would _ bartender, told me that most of them had 
n the end of everything between my gone somewhere there was supposed to 
and me. It would mean the ruin of _ be a red hot poker game in progress. 
And it would He gave me the address, but I laughed 
and told him I wasn’t interested. I al- 
ways figured I worked too hard for my 
money to see it go to some joker who 
held the lucky cards. So, I ordered a 
bottle of beer and decided to take in a 
show and get to bed early for a change. 
I was almost finished with my drink 
when I noticed two women sitting alone 
at a table. Since it was a private club 
and not a public bar, I figured that they 
. were waiting for someone, maybe ohe of 
“ took out a long holder and in- the fellows I knew. So I picked up my 
ed a cigarette. “Take all the time glass and walked over to them. “May I 
want,” she said, “but don’t forget order you ladies a drink?” I asked. 
Carrie will be back with the kid One of them shook her head nega- 
soon.” tively, but the other smiled and said, 
glared at her, not bothering to con- “Sure. Why not?” 
the contempt I felt. The $200 she I relayed their orders to Eddie and 
lemanding may not have been a lot sat down. “My name’s Otis Cook,” I 
1oney, but to me it might as well told them, (Continued on Page 51) 


little son’s future. 
in that the lie I had so carefully con- 
iled for the past five years would be 
posed. Pearl had me across a barrel, 
| she knew it. It would be useless to 
il to her sense of justice; my dear 
in-law didn’t have any. All she 
nted was money—and revenge. 
You've got to give me time to think,” 
id, stalling for time to figure a way 
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Janie pushed between us 
and faced her brother, with 
her hands planted yone her, 
hips. “Didn't you ever see , 
two people kiss before?” 


she demanded boldly. 
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ontrol for Ernie to resist the Kisses of 
sister, but after what he found out. he 


stopped resisting any more. 
E 


“Geq ASY, BOY—play it cool. Reinem- 


4 her, this is Ted's sister!” 

] kept repeating the words to my- 
self. over and ae trying desperately 
to cling to what self-control I had left. 
But it was too late, The girl’s slim young 
figure swaved against me, her full red 
lips were temptingly @lese to mine. and 
her eves were boldly challenging. 

so | kissed her. I meant to kiss her 
just once good and hard—a real man’s 
kiss to scare the kid, to show her she was 
was beyond her depth, 

Rut when my lips closed on hers, it 
didn't turn out that way. She wasn't 
seared a bit. She threw her arms around 
ny neck, returning kiss for kiss. and the 
tighter I held her. the more she melted 
against me, I felt desire spread through 
my bods like liquid fire. 1 knew it was 
time to stop, while I still could. 

\ little roughly, I unlocked her arms 
from around my neck and pushed her 
away. But she came back. Her lips were 
parted and trembling, her eyes were 
glowing. 


“Don’t stop now, Ernie.” she whis-.” 


pered, “not now.” 

“Janie! What're you trying to pull: 
you crazy kid?” | gasped. 

She smiled and put her arm- up 
around my neck again. “Do you still 
think I'm a baby?” she asked. “I'm a 
big girl now. Ernie. If vou weren't so 
bugged over that cold potato. [rene, 
you d see it for yourself!” 

And then she pulled my mouth down 
to hers and proved that she was very 
much grown-up. 

“Hey! Can't you kids find some other 
place to do your necking?” 

My back stiffened and [ pulled away 
from Janie. It was Ted. From the ban- 
tering tone of his voice [ knew he 
thought that he'd walked in on his sister 
and one of her young boy friends. 
Slowly. I turned to face him. 

The smile on his lips turned into a 
snarl and he clenched his fists. “Ernie! 
What the—” 

Janie pushed between us and faced 
her brother (Continued on Page 62) 
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People in town always did consider Bob’s father “‘queer,” 


but it was not until her husband had to go away on business 


that Jennie fully understood what they meant. 


COULD NEVER get used to the way 

Bob used to call his father by his first 
name. It was never “Dad,” or “Son,” 
but always Bob and Keith. They were 
more like brothers than father and son. 
Bob idolized his father. Even before I 
met Keith, I could tell by the way Bob 
talked about him that it was a bad case 
of hero-worship—and I knew no man 
could be that perfect. 

Yet, I was so in love with Bob and so 
anxious to please him that I forced my- 
self to see Keith through his son’s ador- 
ing eyes. The picture was as distorted 


as the reflection in a carnival trick mir- 
ror, but I ignored the warning rumbles 
in my heart—until, one day, the veil was 
stripped from my eyes and I saw my 
father-in-law for what he really was . . . 
a sex moron. 

I was one of the huge army of govern- 
ment girls who flocked to Washington, 
D.C., from all over the country when I 
first met Bob Evans. He was just com- 
pleting his auto mechanics course at a 
GI school on 14th Street and happened 
to come by the house where I roomed 
with the Bryants. Joyce Bryant, the 
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daughter, was a girl about my own age, 
who was a music student at Howard U. 
Buddy, her brother, was an instructor at 
the GI school. 

On the night I met Bob, Joyce and I 
were in the living room going through 
the latest issues of Ebony and Seven- 
teen, drooling over the fashions and en- 
gaging in girl-talk that sent Buddy re- 
treating into his basement workshop. 

The doorbell rang and Joyce answered 
it. “Just one of Buddy’s students,” she 
explained when she returned. A short 


made my cheeks burn self-consciously. 
Bob got a refill from Buddy, then sat 
down next to me on the sofa. 

“We're glad to have you, Bob,” Buddy 
said with a twinkle in his eye. “I just 
wouldn’t want you to flunk that test to- 
morrow.” 

“Don’t worry,” Bob replied gravely. 
“Keith’s counting on me to finish at the 
end of this term. I couldn’t let Aim 
down.” 

Keith—I wondered who it was who 
obviously was Bob’s idol. I found out 


Because he worshipped his father so blindly, Jen- 


nie’s husband could not see that his Dad was really 


threatening the foundations of their married life. 





time later we heard footsteps coming up 
the basement steps and out in the hall 
Buddy said, “This isn’t much of a visit, 
Bob. How about a drink?” 

“No, thanks, Buddy,” I heard the vis- 
itor say. “I’ve got to get home and do 
some studying, but I’ll take a rain check, 
if you don’t mind.” 

“Aw, come on!” Buddy coaxed. “Just 
1 quick one. You’ve got that exam 
licked. Besides, it'll do me good to talk 
to a man for a change.” He stuck his 
head into the living room to see whether 
we'd heard his dig at us. 

We had. And when the two of them 
joined us, Joyce declared, “All right, Mr. 
Smarty. Just for that crack, the two of 
us will do all the entertaining. Now start 
talking.” 

Bob was of medium height and stocky. 
He had a squarish, copper-colored face 
that wore a mixed expression of serious- 
ness and good humor. The way his sober 
brown eyes gazed at me had my heart 
pounding before we'd finished the first 
dr ink. 

Buddy saw how well we hit it off to- 
gether, so, with a mischievous wink at 
his sister, he said: “Well, Bob, sorry you 
have to rush off after that one drink, 
but—” 
“You know, Buddy, I think you were 
right about that exam. I'll do better if 
| just relax and forget about it until to- 
morrow. So I guess I'll stay a while, 
after all.” 


| could see that Buddy was trying hard 


to keep from laughing out loud and the 


way Joyce raised her eyebrows at me 





in the weeks that followed, weeks that 
Bob and I spent together and during 
which I learned a lot about him. He was 
from Fredericksburg, Va., about 60 miles 
from the capital, where he planned to 
open a garage when he finished school. 

“It seems strange for you to be calling 
your father ‘Keith’,” I observed one 
night when Bob called on me. 

“That’s because you don’t know him,” 
Bob said proudly. “He’s a swell guy, 
Jennie, we’re regular pals. I guess it’s 
because we’ve always been so close. You 
see, Mom died when I was a kid and 
there’s been just the two of us.” His 
eyes searched my face. “Maybe some- 
day there'll be three of us.” 

I didn’t miss the point of his remark, 
but I wanted to be sure that what Bob 
was leading up to was the best thing for 
us both. “Keith used to talk about re- 
marrying,” Bob continued, “but he didn’t 
want me to have a stepmother.” 

His hand tightened on my arm, and 
when he went on his voice was husky 
with emotion. “He was a doctor, Jennie, 
a darn good one, too. He—he gave up 
his practice when Mom died. I remem- 
ber he talked to me as if I were a grown 
man, explained that medicine was a de- 
pressing business. He said he wanted 
to work with pleasant things. So we 
went to Fredericksburg and Keith opened 
up his book and record shop.” 

“He sounds so nice, Bob,” I said. “I’m 
anxious to meet him.” 

“And I want you to, Jennie, only— 
when I introduce you to him, I want it 
to be as my wife.” 





Well, that was Bob’s proposal, and my 
answer was to offer him my lips and let 
my kiss speak for me. Bob and I were 
married the first week in April. I re- 
signed my job and shortly afterwards, 
we arrived in Fredericksburg on a day 
sunny and vibrant with the first signs 
of spring. 

Keith had moved out of the cottage 
he and Bob had shared for so many 
years and was now living in the two- 
room apartment he had fixed up in back 
of his shop. He happened to be away on 
a buying trip when we got there and 
Bob could hardly wait to see his father 
again. 

Our house was near the edge of town, 
not far from the garage Bob planned 
to buy. The street was wide, shadowed 
by huge trees and, although there were 
several houses surrounding us, I realized 
that the house would be a lonely place 
at night. But I dismissed my fears with 
a mental shrug. I’d never been a scary 
person. 


HOSE FIRST two weeks were heaven 

—days and nights of discovering the 
thrilling secrets of love, of sharing the 
small delights of living together. While 
Bob was busy setting up his shop, I spent 
my time shopping and making my per- 
sonal additions to a house that had never 
known a woman’s touch. 

One afternoon as I left the grocery 
with an armload of packages, a plump, 
very attractive woman stopped me. “Par- 
don me, but aren’t you Jennie Evans?” 

“Yes.” 

Her laugh was warm and friendly. 
“Don’t get the wrong idea,” she said. 
“I’m not the town gossip. I’m an old 
friend of your husband’s—Julia Wilson. 
Has Bob mentioned me to you?” 

I noticed her eyes passing over me 
with more than the usual curiosity as if” 
she were weighing something in her 
mind. “No, he hasn’t,” I replied, “but 
I’m happy to meet any friend of Bob’s.” 

“And Keith’s,” she added. Our glance 
met and she said: “Well, I must be go- 
ing, but the best of luck to you and Bob.” 

I had the feeling that she really meant 
it and I felt more at home than ever in 
Bob’s home town. 

That night Bob rushed home and said 
excitedly: “Keith’s back, honey! He 
called me at the garage. So, toss on your 
Sunday best—we’ve got a dinner date!” 

Some of his excitement rubbed off on 
me and, as I (Continued on Page 79) 
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Spring kever Days 


— IS HERE, and in almost every 


city and town, thousands of persons 


from 4 to 60 will be heading for the. 


great outdoors again, eager to flex their 
muscles and to inhale once more of 
Mother Nature’s fresh air. It is truly 
playtime across the country; it is re-cre- 
ation as well as recreation time. 

On playgrounds, vacant lots and in 
countless back yards the happy shouts of 
youngsters and oldsters alike fill the air 
as they engage in scores of pastimes 





which the long winter months have de- 
nied them. 

Kid sister hops nimbly along the 
chalked lines for a hopscotch game. Jun- 
ior is on his knees on the soft sod, busy 
shooting marbles. Dad, no matter how 
hard his day at work has been, cannot 
resist the temptation to join in a base- 
ball game with the teenagers in the 
neighborhood. Even Mom finds some 
excuse to be outside to enjoy a bit of 
sun. Grandma is puttering around the 
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flower beds, nursing each tiny shoot with 
tender care. 

Winter clothes take on a shabby 
look, interiors look dull and the dark 
winter spirit needs refurbishing with the 
warmth of sunshine, beauty and laugh- 
ter. That restless feeling called spring 
fever has taken its annual toll. School 
will soon be out, vacation days are ap- 
proaching and house cleaning must be 
done. It’s time to think of lighter menus 
and less work for all. 
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family enjoys the beauty of their spacious home. Walls First floor has no partitions and rooms are identified by the furnish- Bat 
soft tones and draperies are of a large, floral pattern. ings. Living room has a huge three-way fireplace at one end which 
highly-polished floors are featured through the house. serves adjoining music room, with outside end for a barbecue pu. 





Functional 
Home Design 


HE ULTRA-MODERN home of Dr and Mrs. 

Norman Lee.is designed in keeping with today’s 
trend toward easy and modern living. Made of 
California redwood which Dr. Lee had imported 
directly to his specifications, the house is con- 
structed and designed to answer the modern home- 
maker’s dream. 

Located in Media, Pa., the home has plenty of 
ground and trees for wonderful landscape effects. 
While many of today’s functional homes are of 
one story, this lovely home has two stories. The 
Lees, like other wise home builders, combined 
their ideas with those of the architect and built a 
home that they felt was just what they wanted for 
comfort and gracious living—one to reflect the 
personalities of the inhabitants. 

Mrs. Lee feels that her home was designed with 
every corner of it for a purpose and functional use. 
With plenty of windows and wide, sweeping inte- 
riors, the house is light and airy. A person stand- 
ing outside can look straight through from front 
to back. 
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Kitchen is the answer to every woman’s dream, with built-in stove, baking ovens, dish- 
washer, garbage disposal unit. The built-in cabinets of highly polished wood have stain 
and heat-proof formica tops. Windows, indirect lighting furnish plenty of light and air. 
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Bathroom has the new square bath tub, 
completely closed in with clear glass 
shower partition. Walls are tiled. 





i 
| 
| 
} 
} 
i 
i 


f 

2 
im: 
{ : 





+, Mone 


t of white poodle cloth is short and to the point in smartness. Box-style, it has push- 


sleeves and a front detail with black button trim. By Swansdown, it is priced at $45. 


Slim Lines 


ITH THE CHANGE of weather 

comes the desire for new spring 
clothes, not to mention the many gay ac- 
cessories that one needs to brighten up 
the old wardrobe and add smartness to 
the new. 

This season’s suits and coats are ev- 
erything the fashion-conscious female 
could ask for, and there is a wide and 
varied selection that should please every- 
one in color, style, material and price. 
Never before have the shops been so full 
of cute, smart and easy-to-wear fashions. 
The lines are slender and lean towards 
the silhouette. The tight doll waist of 
last season is not as prevalent and a bit 
more of the full figure is shown. 

A good foundation or girdle will be 
needed to keep the figure in shape, and 
it will be well worthwhile when the new 
suit is worn. Many suits have the popu- 
lar, new match box jackets and the lines 
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Black suit of sheer wool 


For Spring 


are free and easy with non-clinging ef- 
fects. A great many suits are shown 
with matching dressmaker blouses and 
linings for the “ensemble” look. Suit 
stoles are playing an important role, too, 
this season and are made to blend with 
or match many of the outfits. 

The short coat is still a must in this 
well-planned, seasonal wardrobe, with 
white and bright pastels still in the lead. 
Coat fabrics are in all sorts of brushed 
wools, imported hopsacking and wool 
crepes, along with the cashmeres and 
camel hairs that are still popular stand- 
ards. 

In style, the slim look predominates in 
coats as well as suits, and deep cuffs and 
push-up sleeves are in the limelight. 
Clever-cut necklines, slit pockets and but- 
ton trimmings are in prominence, while 
some of the dressier models will be 


beaded and braided. 


has matching fringed 
stole that tucks in at waist, buttons to the neck- 





Smart white wool coat will serve as all- 
purpose coat for entire season. It has large 
collar with wide bands. $59. 


Classic coat by Swansdown in navy blue wool is designed for sportswear. It has 
an unusual collar of white kid that can be removed and easily washed. Matching 
buttons and a white lining make coat a standout. Price $55. 




























“Stole Suit” of beige gabardine has slim 
lines, embroidered jacket detail. Matching 
stole is lined in same fabric. Price $95. 
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Tasty Cheeses 


Are Magic Food 


Buffet Cheese Tray 


e a square Edam with a few wedges cut 
to form a design used for the center of the 

Around it, place wedges of Brie and 
s of brick cheese, with a piece of Swiss 
se in one corner and a snappy domestic 
ert cheese in red wax in the other. Com- 

the tray with an assortment of crackers, 
olives and pickle relish. 











HETHER AS an appetizer, snack or mainstay, cheese 
is the magic food that has everything. In no other sin- 
gle food is there such a variety of flavor, color and texture, 
and it is important as a health builder as well. So it is little 
wonder that cheese in some form can be found in nearly 
every woman’s ice box or on the pantry shelf in some form. 
During the busy spring days when there seem to be so 
many things to do in preparation for the summer months 
ahead, cheese can fill in as a snack when company comes or 
when the kids dash in after a rough ball game, starved from 
the brisk spring air and outside activities. 

There are about twenty different types of cheese with 
hundreds of variations—some mild, sweet, nippy, stout or 
salty—some that spread, some that slice, and some that 
grate—and the colors range anywhere from snowy white to 
tawny brown. 

Used in hot dishes and sandwiches both hot and cold, 
cheese can be made into a meal fit for royalty. Mixed with 
other ingredients or used plain, it is always in good taste 
to serve. 



















Roly-Polies 
Mold level tablespoonsful of pimento cheese 
spread into balls. Then roll the cheese balls 
in finely chopped nutmeats. Chill until firm. 
With toothpicks attach nut balls to a grape- 
fruit or a large orange. 


Cheese and Crabmeat 


Sandwiches 

Flake 1 can crabmeat coarsely, removing 
pieces of shell. Trim crusts from 12 slices of 
bread and spread with 4% cup soft butter and 
144 cup mayonnaise. Cover with thin slices of to- 
mato. Brush with melted butter, top with strips 
of American cheese and toast under broiler 
until cheese is melted. 


Welsh Rabbit 


In chafing dish over hot (not boiling) water, 
melt 1 tbsp. butter, and 1 lb. aged grated ched- 
dar cheese. As cheese melts, gradually stir in 
% cup ale or beer. Cook until smooth and 
hot. Stir in 1 tsp. Worcestershire sauce, % 
tsp. dry mustard, % tsp. cayenne and salt to 
taste. Serve on hot crisp toast in heated indi- 
vidual casseroles. 
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Children in school have many problems which parents can help to solve. 


| . HAPPENED in a busy Midwestern 
city. 


Junior, age 6, had been waiting for 
his mother to arrive home from work so 
he could show her his first report card. 
He wasn’t sure what it was all about, but 

acher had said, ““Now Junior, be sure 

give this to your mother.” And Jun- 

1 bit proud, a bit awed, that this trust 

being placed in him, had guarded 

the small, green-tinted card like an adult 
keeping watch over a large bankroll. 

Vow, as Mother scanned the card, her 

s fell on the one “bad mark,” an “un- 

factory” Junior had received, and 
low indignation welled up within her, 
kly sparkling into hot anger. 

he decided that tomorrow she would 

that teacher a piece of her mind! 

Later, she told her husband, “Why of 
Junior’s been in school 
1 few weeks, most of the time cutting 


the nerve! 


r dolls and singing silly songs. So 
give him a ‘bad mark.’ He can’t 
atisfactorily, Teacher says. Well, 


how does she expect him to read well— 
she hasn’t taught him anything.” 

And just as she had decided, Mother 
called the school from work the next day. 
The teacher was unavailable, so her com- 
plaint was transferred to the school prin- 
cipal, a woman, which was all the better, 
according to Mother’s thinking. She 
promptly handed the principal a hot piece 
of her mind. 

What did Teacher mean, giving Junior 
a bad mark in reading? Mother wanted 
to‘know. How did they expect him to 
read before they taught him how to read? 
Why didn’t they cut out some of the silly 
singing and play and teach children some- 
thing worthwhile? Schools today are 
turning out nothing but dumbbells and 
they blame the kids! Why in Mother’s 


time— 


Fortunately, the principal had heard 
complaints like this before. She remained 
calm until Mother had run down, then 
she politely invited her to visit the school 
to meet Junior’s teacher and discuss his 


YourChild 
And His 
Teacher 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics, 
Northwestern University 


problem. Mother agreed reluctantly. But 
when she visited the school she was 
amazed. 

First, Junior’s teacher was a nice, 
pretty, understanding young woman. The 
principal was considerate. The teacher 
explained that the unsatisfactory mark 
did not mean that Junior was less intelli- 
gent than other students, that generally 
he showed a high degree of intelligence, 
but that he had not yet come up to stand- 
ard in this subject. 

When Mother remarked that Junior 
was unusually intelligent as an infant, 
Teacher wanted to know whether he was 
used to being in large groups of children. 
Mother said no. She said that because 
she worked, he had been staying with a 
lady who cared for two other children. 

The Teacher said, well, it all probably 
was just a matter of adjustment, that he 
had appeared to be a bit shy. She prom- 
ised to do all she could to get the best out 
of Junior. 








ers 
sch 
edt 


of 
to | 


it s 


evel 
mat 
fine 
or | 
is a 
rem 
and 
the 


an ¢ 


and 
whe 
wee 
awa 
trib 
thei 


ance 


to v 
tere 
spri 


low 
they 
ers | 
the 


her 





3ut 








The mother went home feeling much 
better. 

This Mother was typical of many moth- 
ers who, once a child has been entered in 
school, think the entire problem of his 
education belongs to the teacher. Many 
mothets are happy to have the problem 
of the child shifted from their shoulders 
to those of teachers. They attend the first 
PTA meeting, or go over to meet Teacher, 
then promptly disengage themselves from 
the responsibility of keeping check on 
the child’s progress. The mother above, 
it so happened, being one who worked 
every week day, had never attended a 
PTA meeting or met the teacher. Believ- 
ing Junior to be highly intelligent, she 
was naturally dismayed when he came 
home with a bad mark. 

Frequently, a parent will take a child 
to school, exchange a few pleasantries 
with the child’s teacher and then go 
home, feeling that she has completely ful- 
filled her obligation as far as her child’s 
education is concerned. Once in a great 
while, if the teacher strikes her as a warm 
personality, one who might fit into a so- 
cial evening or be a pleasant dinner guest, 
the parent will invite her to the house so 
that they may get to know each other 
better. 

In most cases, however, the parent does 
not extend such an invitation—then or 
even months later. She may not give the 
matter another thought unless she may 
find herself at a PTA meeting months, 
or even years later. The teacher, who 
is actually a key figure in a child’s life, 
remains an unknown figure. Hearsay 
and neighborhood scuttlebutt are often 
the sole basis upon which a parent forms 
an opinion of a teacher. 

Parents would do well to learn more— 
and first hand at that—about the person 
who spends five hours a day, five days a 
week with their children. Without being 
aware of it, they are unconsciously con- 
tributing to some of the problems which 
their children may face later on. It is 
so easy to follow the line of least resist- 
ance and leave everything up to teacher. 

Most teachers are anxious for parents 
to visit the school and.appreciate the in- 
terest which parents show in their off- 
spring and the progress they are making. 

Another reason why many parents fol- 
low the line of least resistance is this: 
they hold a carry-over feeling for teach- 
ers from their childhood days. Perhaps 
the parent lacked confidence in or feared 
her teachers. Thus, it is difficult to set 


up easy, friendly relations with the child’s 
teacher. 

For best results, however, the parent 
should consider both the child and the 
teacher. In the first place, the new pupil 
may suffer for considerable time from an 
inner conflict—the pull between demands 
of home and of school. There will be dif- 
ferent standards of behavior at school. 
For instance, an energetic child who has 
been used to jumping up and down, play- 
ing, and having unrestricted run of a 
house, will find it hard at first to “keep 
still” in school. 

There should be an understanding be- 
tween parent and teacher so that the child 
will find consistency in the adult world 
around him. He will be upset if he is 
faced with unexplained situations where 
one thing is right at home with mother 
but wrong at school with teacher. 

This understanding between parent 
and teacher can be affected easily if the 
parent will assume normal responsibili- 
ties. First, the parent should attend par- 
ent-teacher meetings, to learn of the 
problems of both—teachers and other 
parents. Second, the parent should visit 
the school at regular intervals and par- 
ticipate in all activities relating to the 
school. This show of interest may well 
work to the decided advantage of the 
child, for if teacher knows that the par- 
ent is genuinely interested in the child, 
she in turn, will become more interested 
in the child. That is human nature. 

Finally, the parent should support the 
child in his homework, sometimes as a 
sort of policeman (to see that he gets it 
done) and at other times as a tutor. 

The parent usually will find much joy 
in the assumption of interest in the child, 
his schoolwork, and his teacher. The 
teacher, in turn, will be pleased to have 
the parent visit the school and discuss 
mutual problems. Perhaps the parent will 
be surprised to learn that the teacher has 
her problems, too. 

In addition to low salaries, the teacher 
is often a lonely, isolated person. Espe- 
cially in the case of new teachers, it is 
never easy to break into a community 
without parental welcome. And it is 
equally difficult to assume responsibility 
for a number of children, boys and girls, 
of varied backgrounds, degrees of intelli- 
gence, and temperaments. 

If the parent will offer the teacher her 
friendship, the teacher will reciprocate 
by offering the child a better education. 

THE END 





Bringing 
Up Baby 


Hints Collected by 


tra Mave Corker 


(MOTHER OF 5) 


Good start for baby! Even tiniest babies 
learn to make quick asso- 
ciations — such as connect- 
ing food with happiness. 
So if you never coax or 
force, and if you always 
season every feeding with 
plenty of love and laugh- 
ter — you’re well started 
on good eating habits for 
your little one. 
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Good start for you! National Baby Week 
is April 25-May 2. A good time to tally up 
all the experts who are constantly standing 
by to help you with your baby’s well-being, 
from the very beginning. Your grocer, for 
instance, does his share. If you check the 
many, many things he has in the way of 
baby products, you may be surprised to see 
how very many are needed by your baby. 


Other baby experts include that invaluable 
person—your doctor. Out of his years of 
study and experience, he brings you reas- 
suring recommendations for the care of your 
own special little individual. 


Trustworthy, too—the experts at Gerber’s. 
There’s good reason, for instance, why so 
many doctors suggest Gerber’s Cereals for 
baby’s first solid food. There’s a choice of 
four to start on—Rice, Barley, Oatmeal, and 
Cereal Food. All are nutritious . . . with 
vitamins and minerals added to make them 
even richer than whole-grain. Gerber’s 
Cereals appeal to babies, with their mild 
flavors and nice smooth texture. Appealing 
to you, too—because they’re all pre-cooked 
and ready to serve! Just add milk, formula, 
or other liquid. 





Solid tips: When baby first experiences the 
feeling of spoon-fed food in his mouth, he 
may seem to “spit” it out. That’s only be- 
cause he’s not used to solids yet. You help 
him if you dilute his cereal till it’s quite 
soupy. Feed him only a tiny bit and place 
it well back on his tongue. 
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Varicose 
Uleers 


By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 


Author of “The Biology Of The Negro” 
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Factory workers and others who must stand for long periods of time are apt to suffer from varicose veins. 


EXTREMELY disconcerting to 
1andsome, well-formed woman to 
er that she has developed large, 
nspicuous veins in her legs. Not 
have her legs become unattractive 
begins to have many distressful 
cations as a result of her affliction. 
y wonder why it has been her lot 
unfortunate. We will try to ex- 
hy they occur and what can be 
out them. 
inderstand the development of 


varicose veins it is necessary to know a 
few facts about the blood circulation. The 
heart, acting as a pump, distributes 
bright, red, nourishing blood to all parts 
of the body through the arteries. 

When the blood has passed through 
the tissues and has given up its oxygen 
and food to them it enters the veins and 
returns to the heart as a dark blue fluid 
minus most of its nutritive elements. The 
veins of the leg convey to the heart the 
blood that has nourished the lower limbs. 


They must support the long column of 
blood which reaches from the feet to the 
heart, which is much more weight than 
any other veins are called upon to sup- 
port. The veins deep in the leg are sur- 
rounded by muscles which form a pro- 
tective coat around them and they do not 
stretch. 

But the veins that are just beneath the 
skin do not have this support and there 
is always a tendency for them to yield to 
the large pressure from the long column 











of blood. Whether or not they yield to 
the pressure and stretch, thus becoming 
varicose veins, depends on a number of 
factors. 

A very pronounced factor in the devel- 
opment of varicose veins is heredity. It 
appears that there is in certain families 
an inherent weakness of the veins which 
allows them to stretch more easily. Sta- 
tistics show that about 45 percent of per- 
sons who have varicose veins also have 
relatives with the same condition. The 
inherited weakness sometimes is so strong 
that the disease starts very early in life 
and rapidly develops to a marked degree. 

Another important factor is sex. Vari- 
cose veins occur six times more frequent- 
ly in women than men. The chief reason 
for this is pregnancy. Over 65 percent 
of the women who have varicose veins 
have borne children. The enlarged womb 
containing a child presses on the veins in 
the abdomen that come from the legs. 

This mechanical obstruction to the free 
flow of blood from the lower extremities 
increases the back pressure in the veins, 
causing them to enlarge. Sometimes a 
large fibroid tumor will have the same 
effect as a pregnant uterus in causing 
varicose veins. 

Still another cause of the high frequen- 
cy of varicose veins in women is inflam- 
matory disease of the female organs. In- 
fections in the pelvis will spread to the 
veins that come from the legs with the 
result that large clots form inside the 
vessels and obstruct the return of blood. 

When a person stands erect the heart 
is called upon to pump the blood from 
the feet back up to the heart. It must 
work against gravity. Nature has pro- 
vided two ways to assist the heart in do- 
ing this work. First, there are valves in 
the veins that keep the blood from fall- 
ing back between the beats of the heart. 
Second, in walking or otherwise using 
the legs, the contraction of the muscles in 
the limbs helps squeeze the blood out of 
the veins. 

Therefore, when there is a defect of the 
vein valves, either by inheritance, disease, 
or injury, there is a very marked tenden- 
cy to develop varicose veins. Also, peo- 
ple who are obliged to stand still for long 
periods of times, such as elevator oper- 
ators, laundry ironers, clothes pressers, 
and operators of certain types of ma- 
chines, are very apt to have varicose 
Veins. 

Enlarged veins are actually an occu- 
pational disease (Continued on Page 76) 
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My 
Date 
With Sin 


(Continued from Page 19) 


“Seems like you’re the one who’s sensi- 
tive,” she sniffed. “You’re just itching to 
take a peek behind that curtain, and you’re 
hoping it’s a man so you can write it up 
in your report. Okay, Miss Busybody—” 

She turned and jerked aside the drape. 
‘Take a good look, sister, because that’s 
a man—my man!” 

The scene was like a photograph or 
a painting, the three of us standing there, 
speechless and motionless. He was look- 
ing at both of us, a faintly-amused smile 
m his face. He was of stocky build, 
dressed in corduroy trousers, rough plaid 
shirt, and a worn leather jacket. A small- 
billed cap rested jauntily on the side of 
his head. His face was rugged, with a 
small scar—a knife wound, no’ doubt—on 
one cheek. 

But it was his eyes that held me spell- 
bound. They were light brown, like chips 
of hard glass, that had a startling effect 
contrasted to the color of his face. 

He sauntered into the kitchen. “Look, 
Marie—my name’s Wes’, I ain’t in this 
mess,” he said lightly. 

‘Aw, she ain’t nothing to be scared of, 
Jay,” Marie sneered. “She’s from one of 
those private agencies, not the city.” 

“Just the same, I’m cutting out,” he said 
firmly. He touched. his cap and said to 
me; “Look, lady, forget what she just said 
about the two of us. I’m just a friend of 
the family, that’s all.” His tone was civil, 
ilmost humble, but from the look in his 
eyes, I knew he was mocking me. 

I felt my ears burn and I got even more 
flustered. “There’s no need for you to go, 
Mr. Jay. I—TI’m leaving.” I pushed past 
him and hurried down the dim hallway. I 
heard Marie’s derisive laughter echoing 
after me and I raced down the steps. As 
| reached the second floor landing, I heard 
Jay’s voice call out, “Hey—watch it!” 

But the warning came too late. My foot 
struck a garbage pail carelessly set in the 
shadows and I pitched headlong to the 
floor. I was more angry than hurt and 
tried to get up as I heard footsteps clat- 
tering down the stairs. 

Then he was bending over me, with 
ridiculous ease, swept me up in his arms. 

Put me down!” I fumed. “I’m not hurt. 
I can walk.” 

“These stairs are pretty bad,” he said, 
ignoring my protests. “I’d better help 
you the rest of the way down.” 

\ caustic remark leaped to my lips, but 
| surprised myself by meekly submitting 
to his wishes. He was not a big man, but 
he carried me easily and with a gentleness 
that amazed me. I could feel the cool 
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smoothness of the leather jacket and be- 
neath it, the bunched-up muscles of his 
arms. 

It was the first time I'd ever been held 
that way by a man and the secure, cradled 
sensation was so pleasant I scarcely was 
aware that we had reached the first floor. 

I stirred myself and said sharply; “You 
can put me down now.” My legs were a 
little shaky, but I made it out to the car 
and climbed in. By the time I fumbled 
for my key and got the motor started, Jay 
was halfway down the block. I ‘felt a 
twinge of conscience; I hadn’t said good- 
bye or even thanked him for helping me, 
so I slowed down as the car drew abreast 
of him and lowered the window. “Can I 
give you a lift?” I shouted. 

He turned and didn’t even seem sur- 
prised to see me. But that half-curious, 
half amused smile played about one corner 
of his mouth. He walked over to the car 
and got in. We rode in silence for a block 
or so, then he pulled out a pack of cig- 
arettes and lighted one. 

“Thank you,” I said pointedly. 

He chuckled deep in his throat. “That’s 
right, ladies first.” He took the lighted 
cigarette from his lips and held it out to 
me. “I got no manners,” he ‘said, as if 
daring me to take it. 

I suppressed my instinctive reaction and 
took it. After a moment, I said, “Thanks 
for helping me back there.” 

“You're welcome.” 

Another long silence. “I guess Marie 
thinks I’m pretty nosy,” I said with a 
shaky laugh. 

“Yeah, I guess she does.’ 

“Do you?” 

“Me? Does it matter?” 

““Well—she did say that you and she 
were—” 


? 


“Maybe she was just wishing. That’s 
the way women are.” 
His self-assurance irked me. “Well, 


here’s one woman who’s not that way!” I 
snapped. He said nothing. “I suppose 
you consider yourself an authority on 
women,” I said after a bit. I glanced 
sideways at him. 

“If you and Marie had a run-in, don’t 
take it out on me, Miss.” 

His words struck home. He had been 
most polite, even helpful, yet I had been 
deliberately trying to pick an argument 
with him. Why? Even more puzzling was 
the strange way I was attracted by him, 
yet repelled at the same time. Neverthe- 
less, I made up my mind not to waste any 
energy thinking about it. I’d soon drop 
him off and he’d walk away, out of my life 
forever. 

But when I pulled up in front of my 
building, he was still in the car. “This is 
where I live,” I said. “Sorry I can’t take 
you any farther.” 

“That’s okay. It’s only a couple of 
blocks to where I’m going.” He got out of 
the car. Then he saw my leg. “You are 
hurt,” he said, pointing to the tear in my 
stocking and the trickle of blood that ran 
down into my shoe. 





“Oh, my 


I looked down and gasped. 
gosh! I didn’t even feel it!” 

“You were too busy giving me the busi- 
ness,” he said matter-of-factly. 


THE RETORT died on my lips. . The 

sight of the blood made me dizzy and 
he reached out a hand as I swayed slightly. 
“Come on. I'll help you inside.” 

And again I was conscious of his 
strength as his fingers gripped my arm. 
Inside the apartment, I sank weakly into 
a chair. “Got any bandages?” he asked. 

I nodded. “In the bathrpom cabinet. 
But don’t bother. I can—” 

But he’d already gone and in a moment 
was back with the gauze and a bottle of 
iodine. He slipped off his jacket and knelt 
beside the chair. He stripped off my torn 
stocking and a pleasurable shiver raced 
through me when his fingers brushed 
against my bare leg. He soaked a bit of 
cotton with iodine and said, “This is go- 
ing to hurt.” 

A few seconds after he swabbed the 
jagged scratch, the sharp pain hit me. My 
hand flew out and gripped his shoulder. 
I felt the muscles knot under my sharp 
fingernails. He looked up at me and the 
sensuous expression on his face and the 
glint in his cat eyes touched off a current 
that flooded through me, leaving me hot 
and cold by turns. 

Quickly, he bandaged the wound and 
left. Long afterwards my leg still tingled 
from his touch. 

Two days later, I got a phone call at the 
office from Marie Neely. “Have you fin- 
ished all your investigating?” she asked 
impertinently. 

“We're still checking, Miss -Neely.” 

“It’s sure taking you long enough. The 
baby’ll be here before you folks make up 
your minds! What else you gotta know 
about me?” 

I hesitated. 
father?” 

Her laugh shrilled into my ears. 
mean, Jay? No such luck.” 

“But you said he was—” 

“Look—a girl can dream, can’t she? I 
guess you wouldn’t mind investigating a 
little along those lines, would you?” 

The sneer in her voice grated against my 
nerves, but for some reason I shot back, 
“As a matter of fact, I would. Where 
does he live?” 

She gave me the address, then said in- 
nocently; “I hope your leg is feeling 
better.” 

I slammed down the phone. Obviously, 
he had told her all about how he played 
doctor at my place and they probably had 
a good laugh over it. I was angry with my- 
self for letting her bait me into asking for 
Jay’s address. Thinking back, I couldn’t 
figure out why I’d even mentioned him in 
the first place. What was this strange 
attraction that was causing me to act so 
impulsively ? 

I burned up a couple of cigarettes and 
wore out a few yards of carpeting while 
trying to analyze my confused emotions, 


“That man—is he the 
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then called the switchboard to say I was 
leaving. I rushed out of the office before 
I had time to change my mind, because I 
was heading for Jay’s place. 

When Jay opened the door of his room, 
I stepped back and started to turn away. 
He wore no shirt, and his arm and shoul- 
der muscles rippled under the smooth 
brown of his skin. “Come in,” he said. 
“T was just about to shave.” He made no 
move to put on the shirt that was draped 
on the back of a chair. 

“You don’t seem very surprised to see 
me.” 

He shrugged. “I sort of expected it.” 

“Because you’re an expert on women?” 
I demanded. 

He picked up a safety razor off the 
dresser and walked over to the washstand 
in the corner. “Did you want to talk to 
me about anything in particular?” 

“T—yes. About Marie.” 

“Why come to me? I don’t know how 
she got in the fix she’s in. We've just had 
a couple of drinks together. That’s all.” 

I watched the play of the muscles in his 
broad back as he lathered and began shav- 
ing. “Nevertheless, there are a few de- 
tails about her you might be able to fill 
in,” I said in my best professional manner. 

“I was going to eat supper when I fin- 
ish here,” he told me. 

“I haven’t eaten yet, so we can talk 
then.” 

He seemed content with the arrange- 
ment. “Okay. Switch on the radio, if 
you want to.” 

My eyes took in everything as I went to 
the table where the radio sat. It was the 
first time I’d ever been in a man’s room, 
and being there alone with Jay gave me a 
thrill of doing something dangerous and 
daring. I blushed at the sight of the photos 
of scantily-clad beauties he had pinned 
on the wall and I found myself wondering 
whether all men liked to see a woman in 
that state of undress. 

At last, he finished and he put on a clean 
shirt and his leather jacket and said; 
“Well, I’m ready.” 

I don’t know why, but I drove to the 
restaurant where I usually ate, turning 
down his suggestion that we stop at his 
favorite lunch counter. If I thought he’d 
be embarrassed because of the way he was 
dressed, I was disappointed. He was as 
cool as if he were wearing white tie and 
tails. We ordered drinks first, and by the 
time the food was served, we were carry- 
ing on a lively conversation. We talked 
about all sorts of things, but both of us 
avoided mentioning Marie. 

When the waitress presented Jay with 
the check, a grim smile crossed his face 
and he fumbled in his pockets. 

“Are you short?” I asked. 

“Well, this is a little more than a couple 
of hamburgers and a bottle of brew would 
cost,” he admitted ruefully. 

I snapped open my purse and took out 
a bill and offered it to him. “Put that 
away!” he growled. 

I saw I had hurt him and for some rea- 
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son I was glad. But a moment later, he 
had recovered his maddening self-assur- 
ance. “I guess you can’t help handing out 
charity, even when you're off duty,” he re- 
marked cuttingly. 

I blushed and wished that he’d have to 
ask me for the money. But he dug out a 
crumpled bill from somewhere and paid 
the check. 

“We still haven’t discussed that matter,” 
I said after we were in the car again. “My 
place is close by.” 

It was dark and I couldn’t see his reac- 
tion, but he didn’t object. All the way 
there, we sparred verbally as I sought to 
provoke him into some sort of outburst 
and he merely shot back remarks that put 
me on the defensive. 

My hand shook as I unlocked my door, 
but when we got inside, I said coolly; “Ill 
see if I can rustle up a drink for you.” 

“T don’t need a drink.” He suddenly 
grabbed my arm and whirled me around. 
His light-hued eyes bored into mine. “What 
are you trying to prove, baby? That you’re 
a better woman than Marie?” 

The pain in my arm made me wince, but 
oddly, I didn’t want it to stop. My finger- 
nails dug into his wrist. “It would take a 
man to tell me that,” I said. 

“What do you know about men?” he 
grated. “What do you think I am? Tak- 
ing me to that fancy restaurant hoping I'd 
pick up the wrong fork so you could feel 
superior to me—and at the same time pull- 
ing every trick in the book to lead me on!” 

I raked my fingers across his face. He 
grabbed my wrist and twisted it. “What 
are you doing? Conducting some kind of 
survey? Then, maybe I’d better tell you 
something about yourself, baby. 

“You liked the way I carried you in my 
arms. You even like for me to hurt you 
like I’m doing now!” 

His face was close to mine and I raised 
my lips. “Hurt me!” I breathed. “Go 
ahead—hurt me!” 

Then there was the pain of his lips hard 
on mine, the ache from his vise-like em- 
brace; and gradually the pain turned to 
passion to engulf us both in the elemental 
struggle of demand, resistance and finally, 
sweet, ecstatic submission. . . . 


THE NEXT DAY, I arrived at the office, 

bleary-eyed and edgy. There was a 
note on my desk from Rose, asking for 
some disposition of the Marie Neely case. 
But I read and re-read the words without 
comprehension. What had happened to 
me? Was I losing my mind? 

Here was a man who had neither edu- 
cation nor background, an ordinary man 
I'd normally never give a second thought, 
and yet I had thrown myself at him like 
a cheap little— 

Was he right about me? Was I subcon- 
sciously trying to prove that I was better 
than Marie—not only in intellect and abil- 
ity, but in every way? 

The ringing of the phone jarred me 
back to reality. It was Jay. All he said 
was that he was at home. As if in a 
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trance, I got my things and walked out 
of the office. It was as if I no longer had 
control over my thcughts, my movements 
or my emotions. I went to him. 

The Marie Neely folder gathered dust 
on my desk for another week, a week dur- 
ing which I spent more time with Jay than 
I did at the office. Sometimes he phoned 
the house in the middle of the night. When- 
ever he called, I answered. It was impul- 
sive, irrational behavior for one like my- 
self who had such strict standards. 

Like every woman, I expected to fall in 
love some day, but with a man who was my 
equal in every way—educated, cultured, 
moving in the right circles. Yet, here I 
was caught up in a whirlpool of sheer 
physical love, throwing overboard all the 
accepted rules of right and wrong. 

I revelled shamelessly in the thrilling 
excitement of love, and always afterwards, 
hated myself with equal vehemence. And 
this conflict soon reflected in my work, 
my appearance. I’d show up at the office 
nervous and upset, with my clothes and 
hair devoid of the good grooming I'd al- 
ways prided myself on. 

Jay didn’t call for three days in a row 
and I became frantic. Some feminine in- 
stinct told me he would never call again. 
I swallowed what little pride I had left and 
decided to go find him. 

I stilt hadn’t acted on the Neely case, 
but decided to let it go until over the week- 
end. I was about to leave the office, when 
Rose came in. She saw the folder on my 
desk and said casually; “Having a rough 
time with that Neely case?” She studied 
my face. “Looks like you’ve been losing 
sleep over it, Jean.” 

I sat there, torn between a desire to pour 
out the whole ugly story to her and the 
knowledge that I could never bring my- 
self to reveal the depths to which I had 
sunk. 

Rose seemed to sense that something was 
tragically wrong, for she began talking to 
me in that calm, friendly way of hers. 
“You know, Jean, lots of people pretend to 
feel sorry for women like you and me, 
women who have reached 30 and are still 
“Miss.” They make jokes about old maids, 
not so much because we aren’t married, 
but because they feel we’ve missed the 
experience or lack the ability to attract a 
man.” 

Her voice was low and full of sympathy. 
“We go to school and concentrate on mak- 
ing careers for ourselves at the time of 
life when most women are preparing for 
marriage. We train ourselves to do with- 
out men, either labelling them unneces- 
sary, or telling ourselves that we’re wait- 
ing for “Mr. Right” to come along. 

“Then, maybe we meet a man who up- 
sets all our neat theories—I know I did,” 
she continued. “For one reason or an- 
other, we didn’t get married, but after it 
was over, I discovered a strange thing.” 

“You—you’ve been in love?” I asked 
haltingly. 

She smiled sadly. “Maybe it wasn’t 
love. But whatever it was, it changed me. 
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I found that I was more sympathetic, more 
understanding of people who came to the 
agency for help. They had all sorts of 
failings and faults, but I could no longer 
sit in stern judgment of them. 

“The Bible says ‘hope, faith and char- 
ity,” but the correct translation of the 
Greek word is ‘love’ not ‘charity’ as it’s 
used every day. I found that I loved peo- 
ple, no matter what their shortcomings, 
because I had known love.” 

I ventured a smile. “I guess that’s why 
you’re able to make the people who come 
here feel like human beings and not just 
clients.” Her story had given me a new 
strength and sense of calm. “I guess I’ve 
been a little snobbish .in dealing with 
them,” I confessed. 

Rose came around and put a hand on 
my shoulder. “Whatever it is, Jean, it'll 
turn out all right. You're still young. 
You'll find the right man some day.” 

I heard her voice, but I was studying 
the folder that lay open before me. I no 
longer felt contempt for Marie Neely. She 
was weak, yes; but her longing for love 
was entirely natural. She was indiscreet, 
but I could understand now the powerful 
forces that draw a man and woman to- 
gether. More important, I saw that it was 
not a question of an ignorant, uneducated 
woman succumbing to a man who pursued 
her. Physical attraction has. no boun- 
daries, and neither has love. 

Whatever mistakes Marie Neely had 
made, it was not my job to punish her. 
My only duty was to determine whether 
or not she needed the help our agency 
could give. With a sigh, I picked up the 
rubber stamp, inked it and pressed it down 
on the application—“Recommended for 
assistance.” 

Rose picked up the folder and went out. 
Left alone, I recalled her words—some 
day I'd find the right man. Perhaps she 
was right; I sincerely hoped so. But I 
couldn’t help wondering whether I’d ever 
completely forget Jay, who had been the 
first. 

THE END 
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holding my glass up for a toast. 

The shy one said nothing. but her com- 
panion said: “I’m Pearl Williams, and this 
is my sister, Carrie.” 

“Things are kind of quiet tonight,” I 
said, just to make conversation. 

“You're telling me!” said Pearl, glanc- 
ing around the almost empty room. 

“Eddie tells me there’s a big poker game 
ging on,” I informed them. “I 
that’s where everybody is.” 

Carrie turned to her sister then and said, 
“You see, we might as well go home. You'll 


guess 


never find him now.” 

Pearl took out her compact and began 
examining her makeup. “I was supposed 
tomeet my boy friend here.” she explained. 
“Maybe you know him—Darnell Boykin? 
Anyway, knowing how he is, I’d say he’s 
right in the middle of that game.” 

I could tell that she was the type to be 
attracted to a gambling man. But her sis- 
ter was hard to figure out. I examined 
Carrie out of the corner of my eye. She 
wasn't bad looking. In fact. she had the 
shy, quiet type of beauty that seems to 
grow on She was totally different 
from the women I’d been used to, and I 
found myself becoming interested in her. 

“Look.” I suggested. “I know where the 
game is. Ill take you there, if you like.” 

Carrie shook her long curls and stood up. 
“Thanks just the same. Mr. Cook,” she 
said, “but my sister and I were just leav- 


you. 


ing.” 

‘I'm going to find Darnell,” declared 
Pearl. “If you want that money I owe you, 
vou'd better come along.” 

Reluctantly, Carrie followed her sister 
outside and I led them to my jalopy parked 
down the street. “It’s not much.” I laughed 
apologetically, “but itll get us there.” 

Carrie didn’t say much during the ride, 
but Pearl made up for it. She told me all 
about the two of them, although most of 
her conversation was about Darnell, her 
hoy friend. I learned that she and Carrie 
shared a flat on the north side, and that 
conscientious, hard-working Carrie looked 
after her younger sister. 

When we pulled up in front of the house 
where Pearl hoped to find her friend, she 
jumped out and said: “You can come in, 
if you want to.” 

“No, thanks, I’ll wait here.” Carrie told 
her. “And, for gosh sakes, don’t be all 
night in there!” 

Toffered Carrie a cigarette and we sat in 
silence for a while. Then I ventured, “I 
gather you don’t approve of your sister’s 
friend.” ; 

She made a little face, then sighed. 
“Maybe I am a little prudish, but I’m al- 


ways afraid that Pearl will fall for some 
This fel- 
low she’s going with now.” she continued. 
as if grateful for a chance to talk to some- 
one, “he hasn’t any job and I’m sure she’s 


no-good guy with a smooth line. 


giving him money when he gets broke.” 

I gazed at the house Pearl had disap- 
peared into. “Maybe she loves him,” I 
suggested. 

A frightened look leaped into her dark 
brown eyes. “I don’t understand that kind 
of love. It—it scares me a little.” 

“Maybe you should fall in love yourself,” 
I said. “then you wouldn’t have time to 
worry about your sister’s affairs.” 

She gave her head that funny little shake 
again and smiled faintly. “No, thank you! 
All men want a woman for is to take ad- 
vantage of her.” 

I leaned over and switched on the radio. 
“Not all I corrected her, “some 
men.” 


men,” 


| EFORE SHE could reply, Pearl came 
running out of the house, a big smile 
on her face. “Now we're even, baby.” she 
said, shoving some bills into Carrie’s hand. 
I reached over to open the door for her. 
“You kids go on.” she said. “I’m staying. 
Darnell says I bring him good luck.’ 
“But, Pearl, you promised!” Carrie said 
“You said 


in a disappointed voice. 
But Pearl had already reached the side- 
walk. “Darnell never quit when 
you're winning,” she called over her shoul- 
der. “Have fun!” 
I sat there, not knowing what to do next. 


says. 


“Can I drop you off some place?” 

Carrie shrugged. “Just anywhere,” she 
said tonelessly. ‘“You’ve been very kind, 
Mr. Cook.” 

From the way she said it, I got the feel- 
ing that she didn’t intend seeing me again. 
So as I started the car, I said, “How about 
dinner? I haven't eaten yet, and after- 
wards we could take in a show.” 

“You needn’t worry about me,” she said 
sharply. “I’m not going off into a corner 
and cry.” 

“But I didn’t mean anything like that!” 
{ protested. “Please—Carrie—I really 
meant what I said. I want to take you out.” 

She laid a hand on my arm. “I didn’t 
mean to snap at you,” she smiled. “It’s 
just that—well. never mind. Right now 
you can take me home. but you can come 
for dinner next Sunday—if you want to.” 

The next seven days seemed like seven 


years to me. All week long, I thought of 


little else except Carrie—the way she 
smiled, the funny little habit she had of 
shaking her head so the curls danced 


against her shoulders. Despite all her 
brave talk and her independent attitude, 
she was so small and appealing that my 
arms ached to form a protective circle 
around her slim shoulders. 

When Sunday afternoon finally rolled 
around, I was at Carrie’s door with a box 
of candy under my arm. She had an apron 
around her waist and a big spoon in one 


hand when she let me in. “You're early,” 


she said breathlessly. “Come in. You 
must be awfully hungry.” 

But right then, I didn’t want anything 
to eat. I was content to watch her as she 
finished preparing the dinner. 

“T hope Pearl and Darnell will get here 
by the time this roast is ready,” she said. 
her cheeks flushed from the heat of the 
oven. Then, a little later, when she took 
time out for a cigarette, she confided: “I’m 
trying to play Cupid. I’m hoping that if 
Darnell sees Pearl across the table with a 
decent meal on it often enough, he'll go 
ahead and marry her.” 

She stood up and smoothed down the 
apron with both hands. “I suppose you 
think it’s silly of me.” 

“No, not at all,” I hastened to assure 
her. “I was just thinking—what about 
you?” 

She lowered her eyes suddenly. “Oh. 
I'll get along. I’m the practical member 
of this family. It’s Pearl I’m worried 
about.” 

“Does that mean you’re going to wait 
until you get her married off before you 
think about romance for yourself?” 

“Romance?” She gave a short laugh 
and shook her head. “That’s what all these 
smooth operators—men like Darnell—offer 
a girl. They talk a hole in your head. 
spend a few dollars on you and think they 
own you. If a girl doesn’t like a wild time, 
then she’s old fashioned. And. please, don’t 
mention getting married! They'll give you 
a dozen reasons why it’s not necessary to 
see a preacher.” 

I had to agree with her, but I also want- 
ed to assure her that my ideas were not 
like that. We talked for a while, exchang- 
ing thoughts on the subject, and at last 
Carrie said: “None of this so-called ro- 
mance business for me! Right now, all I 
want is to see Pearl settled down.” 

“And after that happens?” I asked, feel- 
ing all tight and scared inside. She made 
me feel as big and clumsy as any one of 
the steers that plodded up to the killing 
room at the packing house. My six feet of 
height dwarfed Carrie’s small figure, and 
every time I got near her I felt an urge to 
sweep her up in my arms and cuddle her 
like a little doll. 

She pondered a while before answering 
my question. Then, “With Pearl out of 
the way. I can start looking around for 
myself.” 

I wanted to ask her what kind of man 
she’d be looking for, but I couldn’t bring 
myself to do it. She glanced at the clock 
on the kitchen wall and motioned me into 
a chair at the table. “We might as well 
get started on the salad,” she suggested. 
“The dinner will be spoiled if we wait for 
those two any longer. They'll just have to 
catch up with us when they get here.” 

I glanced at the beautifully-laid table 
and sniffed the mouth-watering aroma of 
the roast. “They'll have a hard time catch- 
ing up with me once I dig into a fine meal 
like this!” I laughed. 

Carrie’s eyes sparkled in appreciation, 
but she didn’t try to be coy about it. It 
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was a good meal and there was no point in 
denying it. So she smiled her thanks and 
began to serve my plate. I started out just 
mincing and nibbling at the food, but be- 
fore long I was packing it in. 

I noticed that Carrie was barely touch- 
ing her food, but was watching me, fasci- 
nated. I felt like a greedy pig and said 
rather self-con8ciously: “Working out there 
in the stock yards gives a man an appetite.” 

She shook her head in amazement. “Your 
appetite is just like you—big! But don’t 
feel embarrassed,” she added quickly. “The 
best compliment a woman can get on her 
cooking is to see it eaten, and enjoyed.” 


B* THE TIME we'd finished, Pearl and 
) Darnell still hadn’t shown up. So Car- 
rie and I went up front to listen to the radio 
and talk. My tongue got all twisted up, 
but I finally managed to bring the topic of 
onversation back to the point where we’d 
dropped it earlier. I asked her what kind 
of man she’d be looking for—some day. 

She had her legs tucked up under her on 
the sofa and she ran her hands idly over 
the smooth silk of a small pillow. “I’m go- 
ing to marry a man who can appreciate the 
common, everyday things of life,” she be- 
van, her eyes fastened on the pillow she 
vas toying with. “He'll be a man who 
wants a wife, not a glamour girl. A man 
who’s willing to work and save and make 
a real home.” 

She paused, and I added: “And most im- 
portant of all, he’s got to be able to do jus- 
tice to the fine meals you set in front of 
him!” 

We both laughed at that and Carrie’s 
eyes looked up into mine, wavered, then 
held steady. “Do you have anybody in 
mind?” I asked seriously. 

“T don’t know—yet.” 

“I’m a steady worker, Carrie,” I said, 
almost as if I were talking about the 
weather. 

“Yes, I know, Otis.” she agreed quietly. 

“And wrestling with those hogs in the 
shackling pen gives me a terrific appetite.” 

She nodded silently, a faint smile on her 
lips. When I covered her small hand with 
mine, she didn’t withdraw. We sat there 
holding hands and listening to the music. 

Kind of a screwy proposal, I'll admit. 
but that’s the way it was. I think we both 
knew then that sooner or later we'd get 
married. We didn’t talk about it, but we 

rw each other regularly after that, and, 
each time, I fell a little deeper in love with 
Carrie. 

She was wonderful. Always thinking of 
others—her sister, Pearl, me. And because 
| knew that she was hoping Pearl would 
ret some of the wildness out of her system, 
| didn’t pester her for a definite answer to 
my proposal of marriage. I could afford 

» wait for a swell girl like Carrie. 

Then, one evening after work when I 
stopped by the house, Carrie met me at the 
loor with tears in her eyes. “Oh, Otis!” 
she cried. ‘“They’ve gone and done it. 
Pearl and Darnell are getting married.” 

lo me, it was wonderful news because 
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it meant that now we wouldn't be waiting 
around for a couple of head-strong young- 
sters to make up their minds what they 
were going to do. So I laughed and said 
to Carrie, “What are you so sad about, 
honey? That’s what you wanted, isn’t it?” 

She dabbed at her eyes with the hand- 
kerchief I handed her and sniffed a couple 
of times. “I know, but—I’m not sure that 
Darnell is the right man for her.” 

I was inclined to agree. I'd been hear- 
ing things about him, and, if only half of 
them were true, then he certainly wasn’t a 
bargain for any decent girl. But I remind- 
ed Carrie: “Isn’t it enough that they’ve de- 
cided to make it legal? You can’t go 
around picking a husband for another 
woman, even when she happens to be your 
own sister.” 

She had to agree that I was right. We 
sat down and Carrie became calmer as we 
discussed this new development. She hadn’t 
seen her sister in a week or so, but Pearl 
had telephoned to say that she was leaving 
for Kansas City. She and Darnell were to 
be married there. They'd made up their 
minds, according to her, because Darnell 
had hit a streak of luck in a poker game. 

But according to what I’d heard about 
that game, some of the players were look- 
ing for Darnell to ask him a few pointed 
questions about the strange behavior of the 
Of course, I didn’t mention this to 

No point in spoiling her moment 


cards. 
Carrie. 
of happiness. 

Besides, it was time for me to make the 
move I’d been longing to make for all the 
weeks I’d known Carrie. I reached over and 
lifted her to my lap. She was so soft and 
light, it was like handling a brown china 
doll. And yet, there was nothing doll-like 
or childish about the tantalizing fullness 
of her lips or the wisdom of feminine ma- 
turity that was mirrored in her soft brown 
eyes. 

The hesitation and fear of saying or do- 
ing the wrong thing froze my tongue, and 
right then I wished I was one of those 
smooth operators who always seem to know 
the correct move to make with a woman. 

If I’'d been a ladies’ man. it would have 
been an easy job. Not that I’d had no ex- 
perience with women, because I had been 
around a bit. It was just that I’d never 
known a girl like Carrie, who took my 
breath away and made me feel all weak 
inside just looking at her. But now, as I 
wondered just how to start, I saw her eyes 
soften and she was looking at me as if she 
were seeing me for the first time. 

“Hello,” she whispered tenderly. 

“Hello.” My throat was all choked up 
with an emotion that was hard to contain. 

“I’m afraid I haven’t been very nice to 
you, Otis.” she said. “All I’ve talked about 
when you came around was Pearl. I’ve 
even broken dates with you because of her.” 

“T didn’t mind,” I managed to say. But 
then something happened and I tossed aside 
all restraint. It was a lie, and I told her 
so. I swept her into my arms and all the 
things I’d wanted to say for so long seemed 
to pour out of me like a torrent. I told 


her how hard it had been to be so close to 
her and try to keep my distance; told her 
of the countless times I'd been tempted to 
beg her to forget all about her sister and 
her problems and devote the rest of her 
life to being my wife. 


Hs LIPS WERE trembling invitingly 
and her eyes were glowing with hap. 
piness. I wanted my kiss to be soft and 
tender, but, with the fragrance from her 
hair filling my nostrils and her eager mouth 
against mine, I crushed her to me with a 
fierceness that took her breath away. And 
I knew then that I belonged forever to the 
woman in my arms and that I would do 
anything in the world to hold her love and 
keep her happy. 
It was this determination that led me, a 
year later, to become involved in a cruel 
deception. My only excuse is that, at the 
time, I thought it was the only way to shield 
Carrie from heartbreak and sorrow. Right 
after our marriage, I'd given up my fur. 
nished room and moved into the apartment 
she and Pearl had shared. 

We were blissfully happy and each day 
that passed seemed to be more wonderful 
than the day before. At last, when Carrie 
told me, shyly and yet proudly, that I was 
soon to become a father, my happiness was 
complete. 

One evening, shortly before the big event 
was to occur, I stopped off at one of the 
taverns on 24th street to get a beer before 
going home. I’d just gotten paid and stood 
a round of drinks for the boys, who were 
congratulating me on the good news. Then, 
just as I was ready to leave, I saw her. 

It was Pearl, huddled over a shot of gin 
in a booth near the back. She looked ter- 
rible. Her cheap outfit had seen better 
days, and her eyes were puffed and red: 
dened. I glanced around, thinking I might 
see Darnell. but apparently she was all 
alone. I thought I'd go over and say hello 
to her and invite her over to the house. 

But Pearl wasn’t very glad to see me. 
She jumped as if someone had jabbed a 
pin in her when I walked over and spoke. 
Then she shrank back against the back of 
the booth. “I didn’t expect to run into 
you, Otis,” she said. “How’s Carrie?” 

“Fine!” I told her. “How long have you 
been in town? And why didn’t you let us 
know you were back?” 

She shrugged. I asked her about Darnell 
and her face twisted into a scowl. “Don't 
mention that so-and-so to me!” she spat 
out. “If I never see that no-good rat again, 
it'll be too soon!” 

Her unmistakable anger surprised me, 
but the tale she blurted out was plenty ree 
son for the way she felt. She told me that 
after getting to Kansas City. Darnell had 
reneged on his promise of marriage. When 
Pearl demanded that he “make an honest 
woman” of her, he left one night and just 
didn’t come back. 

Pearl looked so upset after her recital of 
what had happened to her the past 22 
months, I offered to buy her a drink. “No, 





thanks, Otis,” she said. “I’ve got to take 
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iteasy. But there is something you can do 
for me—let me have enough to get myself 
a room somewhere.” 

“Don’t be silly!” I laughed. “You’re com- 
ing home with me.” 

“That’s the last place I want to go—like 
this.” she said bitterly. She pulled open 
the thin coat she was wearing. Pearl] wait- 
ed until some of the shock wore off. “Well.” 
she emphasized, “now you know.” 

I took ten dollars from my pay envelope 
and tossed it in front of her. then I got up 
and left. All the way home. I debated 
with myself whether or not to tell Carrie 
I'd seen her sister. I decided against it. 

As far as Carrie knew, Pearl was in Kan- 
sas City, happily married. There’d be no 
point in upsetting Carrie, especially not in 
her delicate condition. But I figured I'd 
keep in touch with Pearl, because if she 





ever needed help, it was now. 

I managed to get Pearl a room with 
woman who was a midwife and made ar- 
rangements for her care until the baby 
came. After that. she was on her own. As 
it was, I couldn’t afford that extra expense, 
and only by cutting down on my own spend- 
ing money was [| able to do what I did for 
Pearl. A man couldn’t take money from 
his own wife and expected child, even for 
his wife’s sister, 

As Carrie’s time approached, I had little 
time for Pearl and her troubles. But one 
night I got a call from the midwife who 
was caring for her and I went down to the 
shabby nursing home. I felt sorry for 
Pearl as I waited for her child to be de- 
livered. 

It was bad enough for a woman to go 
through labor, but to be completely alone 
atsuch a time was even worse. I whispered 
a prayer of thanks that my wife would 
have not only the best medical care, but 
would know that, however helpless I was, 
at least I'd be on hand. 

Miss Wiggins, the midwife, finally fin- 
ished her task and laid the bundled baby 
in Pearl’s thin arms. “It’s a boy,” she 
announced. 

“Thank God!” cried Pearl, her voice a 
hoarse whisper. “At least he won’t have 
to go through what I did!” 

I left a short time later, and hurried 
home. I still hadn’t. told Carrie about 
Pearl, but now, I decided, was the time to 
tell her she was an aunt. It might perk 
her up knowing that her sister had just 
heen through the same ordeal of becoming 
a mother. . 

The unlocked door to the apartment set 
me thinking, and when I went in and found 
Mrs. Bell, the lady from downstairs, sitting 
at the kitchen table, my heart stopped beat- 
ing for an awful second. “Carrie!” I de- 
manded. “Where is she? Is something 
Wrong ?” 

I didn’t have to ask. The anguished 
lok on Mrs. Bell’s face told me some ‘thing 
had gone wrong. “I heard her moaning,” 
she explained, “so I rushed right up. I 
ar the anes und he sent an ambulance 
for her.” 

I bit my lip until the blood came, try- 
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ing to control myself. “Don’t you fret,” 
Mrs. Bell said. “With all these new-fan- 
gled incubators and things, they can do 
wonders for premature babies.” 

Only it wasn’t that simple. When I got 
to the hospital, I learned that a difference 
between Carrie’s blood type and that of 
the unborn baby had caused her sudden 
illness. For five hours, I walked the floor 
of the waiting room, burning up cigarette 
after cigarette, while the doctor fought to 
save my wife and child. When it was over, 


one of them was dead .. . 
It had been a little girl. I cried over 
her death, even though I never saw the 


poor little thing, and I kept blaming my- 
self for not being at home when Carrie had 
had her attack. However, the doctor as- 
sured me that nothing I could have done 
would have changed the way things hap- 
pened. 

Part of my unashamed tears were tears 
of thanksgiving that Carrie had been 
spared. And when she began to rest easy 
under the sedatives, the doctor ordered me 
to go home and get some sleep. But I 
couldn’t go to sleep. I wandered around 
the strangely silent and empty apartment 
like a lost soul. The jangling of the tele- 
phone jarred into my brooding. It was 
Mrs. Bell. 

“If you don’t come down here and get 
this wild woman,” she raved, “I’m going to 
toss her and her brat out in the street!” 

“But what’s wrong?” I asked. I cer- 
tainly wasn’t in any mood to be bothered 
with anybody else’s problems. I had so 
much on my mind already, I felt that any 
minute I’d blow my top. 

“She’s just plain crazy!” Mrs. Bell 
shouted into the phone, and her voice 
erated against my ear. “She got to think- 
ing about how bad some man treated her 
and near “bout tore up my place. You 
come right down here!” 


I’’S HARD TO say just when the idea 

occurred to me. Maybe it hit me as I 
lrove through the dark, deserted streets. 
The death of our baby had broken me up. 
What would it do to Carrie? I shuddered 
to think of how she’d take the sad news 
when she finally came out of her coma. 
But the baby was dead, and all the tears 
and all the prayers in the world wouldn’t 
bring the little girl back to us. 

But as I talked with Pearl, trying to 
calm her down, I began to see a glimmer 
of hope for Carrie and me. “Pearl,” I be- 
gan, “what do you intend to do when you 
leave here?” 

\ shrewd look crossed her face, and she 
eyed me narrowly. “Try and do some- 
thing about this kid, I guess,” she an- 
swered. “Why?” 

Then I told her what happened to Car- 
rie’s child. I told her how much we had 
looked forward to the baby’s arrival and 
how I feared the shock of losing it might 
harm my wife. And I asked her to let us 
take her child, promising to care for him 
as if he were our very own. 

“T don’t know,” said Pearl doubtfully. 
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“At least with the baby, I’ve got some kind 
of hold on Darnell—if I ever find him.” 

Somehow, I convinced her that it would 
be the best all around. I suppose I really 
didn’t have to, but I offered to give her 
$200 to help her get a new start. It was 
all I had in the world, but I knew it would 
be worth it. In the end. she agreed, and I 
left the house with the baby cradled in 
my arms. 

I went directly to the hospital and told 
the doctor the whole story. He agreed 
that my plan was a good one. “But I ad- 
vise you to tell her eventually,” he cau- 
tioned. “Right now, it would be a definite 
hazard, but when she’s stronger. she should 
know that this is really not her child. 
She'll love it just as much, and it will be 
better than if she discovered it some other 
way later on.” 

I promised to do as he suggested, and it 
was a simple matter to explain to Carrie 
that she couldn’t see the child until they 
both were able to leave the hospital. He 
was a premature child, and the ordinary 
rules didn’t apply. 

So Carrie and I and our son went home 
to new happiness and contentment. As 
time went on, and the baby grew into a 
strong. healthy boy, I found it harder and 
harder to keep the promise I'd made to the 
doctor. What difference did it make if 
Carrie didn’t know that little Arnold was 
not her son, but her nephew? We couldn’t 
have loved him more and he couldn’t have 
loved us more if we had been his real 
parents. 

At any rate, I kept putting off the time 
when I would tell Carrie the truth, and be- 
fore I knew it, Arnie was in school and de- 
veloping into a son we were both proud of. 
Work was steady at the packing house, and 
I managed to pay off the $200 I'd borrowed 
to pay Pearl, but buying furniture had put 
me in debt again. When Arnold was four, 
our application for a new apartment in the 
housing project came through. and Carrie’s 
hard work and devotion resulted in a home 
that was the envy of all our friends. 

Then, after five years of silence, Pearl 
came back. She had met me at the plant 
and ordered me to drive someplace where 
we could talk privately. Except for her 
hard, unrelenting eyes, she was not the 
same woman who had handed me her new- 
born son five years before. She was well- 
dressed this time, and didn’t have that lean 
and hungry look about her. I was truly 
glad to see her at first, eager to give her 
news of her son. 

But all she wanted was money. And 
now, as she faced me across the booth of 
the nearly-empty tavern, she threatened to 
smash the dream world I'd built up so 
carefully. The $200 she demanded might 
as well have been $200,000. I could tell 
by the hard glint in her eye that she would 
have no compunction about telling her sis- 
ter about the switch we had pulled, no mat- 
ter what it might mean to Carrie’s health 
or peace of mind. 

But my hands were tied. My credit had 
already been extended to the limit and 


- 


there was nowhere I could turn for help. 
Pearl, always shrewd when it came to 
money, sensed that I was at her mercy. And 
I couldn’t help feeling that, in a way, she 
hoped that I didn’t have the money. It 
was almost as if she was looking forward 
to spoiling our happiness to make up for 
her own empty, loveless life. 

Smiling triumphantly. Pearl stood up and 
said, “Don’t say I didn’t warn you, my dear 
brother-in-law.” she told me. 

“You—you’re going to Carrie now?” | 
asked. 

“Oh, no,” she announced coolly. “I'll 
pick my own sweet time about it. You 
caught me at a disadvantage and took my 
baby away from me. There were no legal 
papers and now I want him back.” 

She turned on her heel and switched 
away. I ordered a double shot and tried 
to think of something to do. 

I went to work each day after that, not 
knowing whether that would be the day 
Pearl had chosen to see Carrie. The first 
thing I’d do when I got home was to hurry 
through the house, looking for Arnie. When 
I'd see he was still there, I'd sweep him up 
into my arms and hold him close. Any day 
now he’d be snatched away from me and 
there was nothing I could do to prevent it. 

It was three days later that I returned 
home and found Pearl sitting in the living 
room with little Arnie on her lap. 

“Isn’t it wonderful, dear?” Carrie ex- 
claimed rushing to me and throwing her 
arms around my neck. “Pearl finally de- 
cided to visit us after all these years! 
Doesn’t she look wonderful?” 

I nodded and tried to smile. Over her 
shoulder, I tried to signal Pearl, beg her 
for a little more time. But she ignored me 
completely, laughing and talking with Ar 
nie. It pained me to see him take to her 
so willingly. 

“This calls for a celebration,” Carrie 
laughed gaily. “We'll open a bottle of 
beer and pretend it’s champagne.” 

She went out into the kitchen and I 
rushed over to Pearl. “For God’s sake, 
you can’t go through with this!” I whis 
pered fiercely, gripping her arm. 

“You just watch me!” she sneered. “Un- 
less—have you got the money?” 

I shook my head numbly. Id tried ev- 
erywhere, asked fellows on the job, but 
all I'd managed to scrape up was fifty dol 
lars or so. I didn’t even offer that to Pearl. 

“You don’t know how it’s been,” she 
said. not bothering to keep her voice low. 
“Night after night thinking of you and 
Carrie in a nice, warm home, with my baby 
to love. I’ve had it tough all these years 
and I’m going to make up for all I've 
missed. You don’t have the money? Good! 
I'll take my son and leave.” 

“You'll leave, but you'll leave alone!” 

We both whirled at the sound of the 
voice in the doorway. “Carrie!” I cried, 
hurrying to her side. 

“You don’t understand,” Pearl declared. 
“This is my baby, sister dear. He’s mine!” 

“T still say you’re leaving—without him.” 
Carrie retorted. She set down the tray she 
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held and confronted her sister. “I was all 
set to be nice to you because I thought you 


wanted to visit us—to see your son. But I 
can be just as nasty as you!” 
“Then—then you already know?” I asked. 


ARRIE NODDED, not taking her eyes 
off Pearl. “I know know 

that any woman who'll take money for her 
child isn’t fit to be a mother!” 

Pearl broke down at that. “I was sick,” 
she wailed. “I didn’t know what I was do- 
ing. When Otis came to me. I thought I 
was doing you a favor.” 

“I’m not talking about that.” Carrie said 
grimly. “Believe me, I was prepared to 
turn Arnie over to you when you came just 
now, much as [ love him. I was going to 
be content with the five years of happiness 
he’s given us because you were his real 
mother. But when I heard you ask Otis 
for money just now, I realized what a mis- 
take that would be. You don’t 
him.” 

Little Arnie jumped down off the couch 
and walked over to Carrie. He tugged at 
her skirt and gazed up at her. “Mama’s 
cryin’.”” he said solemnly. He turned his 
troubled face to Pearl. She let out another 
wail and sank into a chair. 

“Any time you want to visit Arnie, you're 
Carrie was saying. “That is, if 
you stay in town. He’s going to stay here 
with us, because I don’t think there’s a 
court in the land that will give him back 
to you.” 

It had all happened too fast for me. so 
while Carrie talked earnestly and bluntly 
to her sister. I picked up Arnie and took 
him off to bed. When I returned, Pearl had 
recovered her composure and was ready 


enough to 


deserve 


welce yme.” 


to leave. 


“I'm heading east.” she said. “Don’t 
worry. You won’t be bothered any more. 


IfI stayed around here, that kid would see 
through me in a minute.” 

After she’d gone, and Carrie 
talking quietly, she answered the question 
that had been bothering me all evening. 

‘Tve known about Arnie for several 
months,” she explained. “ever since he 
started to school. Every child has to have 
a birth certificate when he enrolls and I 
saw the records at the of Vital 
Statistics, 

“I nearly fainted when I saw the 
‘stillborn’ on the record of Carrie and Otis 
Cook,” she continued, leaning her head on 
my shoulder. “Then I saw that our baby 
had been a girl. The rest was easy to fig- 
ure out. Everyone always remarks that 
Amie looks like Pearl.” 

I drew her close against me. 
know,” I said teasingly, “I think he 
alot like me, now.” 

‘Tll be happy if he grows up to be half 


and I sat 


Jureau 


word 


“Oh, I don’t 
looks 


8 sweet as you are,” she whispered. 
“With such a sweet mother,” I smiled, 

“he can’t help but be!” 

And sweet is the only word to describe 

z kiss she gave me that marked the end 

of my long, anxious years as a “make be- 


lieve father.” THE END 


On The Records 
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recognized by record people. In Damita’s 
case, fortunately, Victor seems to have 
found the light. The diskery gave her ma- 
terial that she is familiar with for her sec- 
ond release. The release: I’d Do It Again, 
a suggestive ballad, backed by a bouncy 
ditty, titled / Don’t Care. She sings im- 
pressively on both sides. 

If Victor continues to give Damita songs 
cut to her pattern, she might soon be step- 
ping up into top stardom as a recording 
artist. Experts think she is a cinch to make 
it anyway within the not too distant future. 

Capitol started out right with its new 
star, pert Georgia Carr, a Stan Kenton dis- 
who is being groomed smartly by 
composers Eddie Beale and Joe Greene of 
Los Angeles. On each side Georgia has 
waxed for the label up to date. she has had 
a song to sing that was especially selected 
for Capitol recently released two of 
her discs: !’m Not Gonna Letcha In/Softly 
and The Sun Forgot to Shine This Morn- 
ing/The Whisp’ring Serenade. 


covery. 


her. 


Georgia. like Damita, has everything to 
work with in her bid for great fame. She 
is pretty and shapely. Her vocals are 
warm and relaxed. At times, she sounds 


her style 


like S 


is her own. 


arah Vaughan but mostly 


RECORD OF THE MONTH: Capitol’s 
Strange/How, a pair of new ballads that 


Nat Cole finds perfect for his easy vocals 
with the support of Riddle’s big 
band. Nat was never in finer voice. Strange 
is a latin-type John LaTouche 
composed, How is an Irving Gordon orig- 


Nelson 


opus that 


inal. Either could become a big hit once 
the Cole version gets around on the new 


GOOD: Prestige’s 
There’s a Small Hotel 


release. 
to Love 


Capitol 
Serenade 


with ex-Charlie Ventura trombone star. 
Benny Green, blowing some intricate but 
pretty patterns on a newie and an old 


A small group with strings backs 
boppish 


standard. 
Benny effectively. Benny’s bluesy. 
solos highlight the coupling but there are 


other individual efforts worthy of note. One 
is that of the base fiddler. another that of 
the pianist. In rhythm support. they fur- 


nish tempos at which Benny blows best. 
And he blows as good as ever on the Pres- 
tige recording. Here is solid collector fare. 
. RECOMMENDED: Victor’s I'll Never 
Get Out of This World Alive/I’m Used to 
You, presenting the Delta Rhythm boys on 
a pairing that might easily be their best 
stint to date. The A is the best of the 
two. It is sung brilliantly by the Delts 
with a lot of gusto and keen precision in 
close harmony. On both sides, the group 
is aided by a band under Henri Rene. The 
disc is of hit parade quality and will make 
good material for disc jockeys and jukes. 
ACCEPTABLE: King’s Early Bird/ 
Mistreater, a surprisingly good record by 
former Louis Jordan pianist Bill Doggett 
now playing organ. He swings the instru- 
ment in the style of Wild Bill Davis. 
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C) | DON’T KNOW—Willie Mabon.......... .89 
OU YES, | KNOW—Linda Hayes............ .89 
BABY DON’T DO iT—Five Royales...... .89 


(J) CROSS MY HEART-—Johnny Ace........ .89 
() WHOOPIN’ & HOLLERIN’—Earl Forrest. .89 
(] Let Me Go Home, Whiskey—Amos Milburn .89 
_) DREAM GIRL—Jesse & Marvin.......... -89 
_) BABY, I’M DOIN’ !T—Anisteen Allen.... .89 
(} PACHUKO HOP—Ike Carpenter 
LC) TWENTY-FOUR HOURS—Eddie Boyd.... .89 

Strange Kind of Feeling—Tiny Kennedy.. .89 
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] V-8 FORD—Willie Love................. .89 
CL) MY KIND OF WOMAN—Emmit Slay..... .89 
L} GRADU —Clavers 2. oc ccccccccccccccce -89 
() TRAIN TRAIN TRAIN—Danny Overbea.. .89 
(]) MAMA—Ruth Brown .................+5 -89 
_) THESE FOOLISH THINGS—Tab Smith.. .89 
[) GABBIN BLUES—Big Maybelle......... .89 
[) AIN’T IT A SHAME—Lloyd Price....... -89 
CL) RIVER’S INVITATION—Percy Mayfield... .89 
[) NOBODY LOVES ME—Fats Domino..... .89 
[) FOUR O’CLOCK BLUES—Roosevelt Sykes .89 
CL) SOFT—Tiny Bradshaw ................. .89 
[) ROUNDHOUSE BOOGIE—Bep Brown.... .89 
() GOODBYE BABY—Little Caesar........ .89 
C) ’'M GONE—Shirley & Lee.............. .89 
[) FIVE LONG YEARS—FEddie Boyd........ .89 
C) pont from My Heart & Soul—B. B. King .89 
C) HEY, MRS. JONES—Jimmy Forrest...... -89 
Cj 0 BELIEVE—Elmore are .89 
[] SECURITY BLUES—Roosevelt Sykes..... .89 
(] STREET OF DREAMS—Gene Ammons... .89 
[] Standin’ Around Cryin’—Muddy Waters.. .89 
] MY SONG—Johnny Ace................. .89 
(1) GOIN’ HOME—Fats Domino............. .89 

SAD HOURS—Little Walter............. .89 
[) ROCK ROCK ROCK—Amos Milburn...... .89 
_] LYIN’ WOMAN—Little Caesar........... .89 
[} Let’s Talk It Over—Jimmy Lee & Artis... .89 
[) TIRED, BROKE & BUSTED—Floyd Dixon .89 
C) FRED WATE. cescescccccvesccce .89 
[} OOOH, OOOH, OOOH—Lloyd Price...... .89 
[}) YOU KNOW I LOVE YOU—RB. B. King.. .89 
[] GREYHOUND—Amos Milburn .......... .89 
[) Every Day I Have the Blues—Joe Williams .89 
HEY, MISS FANNIE—Clovers........... .89 
[) | FEEL SO GOOD—Brownie McGhee..... .89 
[) YOU KNOW I KNOW—Five Royales..... .89 
_] TING-A-LING—The Clovers ............ .89 
[] LAWDY MISS CLAWDY—Lloyd Price.... .89 
{] The Bells Are Ringing—Smiley Lewis.... .89 
[] THEM THERE EYES—Varetta Dillard... .89 
[] CALL OPERATOR 210—Floyd Dixon..... .89 
[] My Heart’s Desire—Jimmy Lee & Artis... .89 
[) ONE MINT JULEP—The Clovers......... .89 
C1) BACK BITER—T. J. Fowler............. .89 
[] MARY JO—Four Blazes................. .89 
[] POOR POOR ME—Fats Domino.......... .89 
[) 5-10-15 HOURS—Ruth Brown ........... .89 
[) GONNA PLAY THE HONKY TONKS 
—Marie Adams .89 
[] Walkin’ the Boogie—John Lee Hooker.... .89 
[) Bald Headed Woman—Lightnin’ Hopkins... .89 
[] PLEASE HAVE MERCY—Muddy Waters. .89 
[}] GUITAR SHUFFLE—Lowell Fulson...... -89 
[] NO MORE DOGGIN’—Roscoe Gordon..... .89 
[] COUNTRY BOY—Muddy Waters......... .89 
) 3 O’CLOCK BLUES—B. B. King......... .89 
[} Union Station Blues—John Lee Hooker... .89 
[] CHICA BOO—Lloyd Glenn............... .89 

|] COFFEE BLUES—Lightnin’ Hopkins..... .89 

() Give Me Central 209—Lightnin’ Hopkins.. .89 
SPIRITUALS 

O HE’LL BE THERE—Caravans....... -. 289 
[) LEAK IN THE Be eg of Joy. . 89 
[2 NO ROOM IN HOTEL—Jessie Mae Renfro o. a= 
Cc) MY ROCK—Swan Silvertones atake <eraknens se aa 
{] | WAS PRAYING—Blind Boys................. .89 
[) Every Day Will Be Sunday—Gospel | -89 
[) IN THE ‘UPPER ROOM—Mahalia J: -89 
[) COME IN THE ROOM—The Martin .89 
© THIS LIT IN vE- .89 
(1) BLESSED 89 
[) WILL HE .89 
() The Day Will Surely Come—Swan Silvertones .89 
"] MERCY, OH eed Joe May ‘ .89 
[| STOP R - 89 
[ WORLD ~ -89 
') HE’S SO WO U .89 
[| LET’S TALK ABOUT iESUS- “Tells of Joy aan -89 
") OLD SHIP oF ZION—Five Blind Boys......... .89 
‘} OUR FATHER—Five Blind Bovys............... .89 
[ SURELY GOD 1S ABLE—Ward Singers........ .89 
—) Take My ym dens 4 ee eave Ward Singers.... .89 
[J JESUS GA va ME W wo: eon rers .89 
() LIVING ON MOTHER 3 PRA Soul Stirrers [89 
"}) MILKY WHITE WAY—The Trumpet" Diamonds .89 
[ Jesus Met Woman At Well—Pilgrim Travelers... .89 
[) WHEN. HE SPOKE—Ward sit « 
| TELL THE ANGELS—Ward § -89 
[| DO YOU KNOW beng Jue - .89 
[) SEARCH ME, LOR Bro. Joe Ms 89 
() WHAT ARE THEY DOING IN HEAVEN? 

—Dixie Humming Birds .89 
| Mother, | Need Your Prayer—The Ivctroiters -89 
We Ship C.0.D. Parcel Post Insured. Send for Free Cata- 
logue. 
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Lady 
Of 
Luxury 
(Continued from Page 20) 
black hair. But I was built like Mom, 


small and shapely, with an appearance of 
helplessness that seemed to appeal to men. 
Only, in Mom’s case, with four kids to 
keep in food and clothing, she never had 
much chance to think about other men. 
Or maybe she still loved Dad. Anyway, it 
didn’t take long for her fragile beauty to 
fade. Despite all the tough breaks and dis- 
appointments, she managed. somehow, to 
keep the family together and to get us 
through school. And she did a good job, 
because my sister and two brothers and I 
I don’t re- 

hungry or 


grew up strong and healthy. 
member ever being really 
ragged. 

lhe one thing I resented about our life 
on the edge of the city’s slums was the 
complete absence of the “nice” things. Id 
seen them all in the movies and. in slick 
magazine ads—perfume, bubble baths, silk 
undies. and all the things that go with 
them. I don’t remember ever having a new 
dress as a child. Our clothes were hand- 
ne-downs from the wealthy family Mom 
worked for, all of them expensive and 
many of them indistinguishable from brand 


new. 

The neighbors were always compliment- 
ing Mom on how clean and neatly-dressed 
her children were, but / knew my frocks 
were secondhand; / knew that some other 
little girl had been the one to open the 
package from an exclusive shop with wide 
eyes and eager fingers. The dresses were 
lovely, but they were not mine. I resolved 
that some day, somehow. I'd have pretty 
things of my own. 

[ was nineteen when I discovered how 
to manage it. One by one, as my sister and 
brothers grew up, they got jobs to help 
\lom. Eventually, they all married and. 
iltthough they all sent Mom a few dollars 
each week, she refused to give up her job. 
[ think it was mainly because after all those 
years of working. she’d have been lost 
vithout something to do. 

She had neither the will nor the energy 
to find new interests in life. My brother, 
Will, offered to help me through secre- 

rial school after I finished high school. 
but I was too anxious to get out on my 
own. | knew that I'd be more likely to find 
what I wanted in life out in the world rath- 
er than in some stuffy classroom. 

“No, thanks, Will,’ I told him confi- 
lently. “I’ve got other ideas—big ideas!” 

Well, take a tip from your big brother,” 

said, putting an arm around my waist 
and smiling fondly. “Just don’t let those 

g ideas run away with you.” His hand- 
serious and he shook a 


yme face grew 


6 


finger in my face. “No kidding, Chris, 
watch your step. And if you ever need any 
help. just let me know.” 

So I got a job. It was nothing to brag 
about, but I was positive it was the first 
step to bigger things. I was a waitress in 
a restaurant down the street from the build- 
ing where we lived. which saved me the 
expense of carfare. I got my meals free 
and I soon learned how to work the cus- 
tomers for tips that boosted my modest 
salary. 

I remember the glorious day when I 
bought my first dress, a ready-made $22.95 
thing. that took every cent I'd saved the 
first two weeks. To me, it was as gorgeous 
as a Fifth Avenue creation and the Sunday 
afternoon I first wore it, practically all the 
tenants in the building noticed it and paid 
me compliments. 

But the first thrill soon wore off and I 
was restless again, dissatisfied. In my heart 
I knew that the cheap new dress I was 
posing in on the front steps wasn’t even 
a small step towards the goal I’d set for 
myself. 

As I sat on the stone steps ruefully cal- 
culating how long it would take me to save 
enough money to buy all the things I 
wanted. I heard the door of the building 
swing open. “Good afternoon, Miss Chris- 
tine.” I heard a familiar voice say. “Is 
that the pretty dress the whole building is 
raving about?” 

I felt my cheeks burn with embarrass- 
ment. It was Mr. Robins, a rather myste- 
rious tenant, who had a room on the second 
floor. rear. He was quiet and unobtrusive 
and nobody seemed to know much about 
him. But or twice since I’d_ been 
working nights at the restaurant, I had 
seen young women entering or leaving his 
room. and all of them better-dressed than 
I was then. But I was flattered by the 
compliment. 

“Oh. it’s nothing much,” I said with a 
toss of my head. “After all. a working girl 
can’t dress like a debutante,” I added with 
a self-conscious laugh. 

His eyes surveyed my figure in a slow 


once 


up and down movement. “Ne need for a 
girl like you to want for anything.” he said 
pointedly. 

“Oh. no,” “All I 
have to do is sit here and wait for some- 
body to come along and hand me every- 


I said sarcastically. 


thing on a silver platter!” 

“Why not?” He beckoned to me. “Come 
upstairs. I’ve got something to show you.” 

I hesitated. remembering Mom’s warn- 
But I 
followed him up the steps after he teased: 
“Youre not afraid. are you? You live right 
upstairs from me. Nothing’s going to hurt 


ing against being enticed by men. 


you.” 

Mr. Robins was a plain-looking little 
man, neither young nor old. He lived alone 
and I'd often wondered what went on be- 


“You 


sure have grown up these last few years.” 


hind the closed door of his room. 


he remarked, pausing at the second floor 
landing for me to catch up with him. “Yes, 





indeed! You're a mighty fine young lady 
now.” 

I heard his heavy breathing as 1 ap. 
proached, and I was sure it was not from 
the exertion of climbing a flight of stairs, 
His hand on my arm trembled as he guided 
me down the dim hallway to his room, 
When he unlocked and swung open the 
door. I gasped in astonishment at the un. 
expected appearance of the room. 

There was a big double bed covered with 
a beautiful satin spread. Scattered around 
were pillows of various sizes and colors, 
On the walls were pin-up pictures of scant. 
ily-clad girls and the room smelled as if it 
had been saturated in perfume. “Come on 
in.” Mr. Robins invited, as I paused in 
the doorway. 

“You said you had something to show 
me.” I reminded him, edging into the room. 

“So impatient, just like all the others!” 
he sighed. He went to a closet door and 
opened it wide. It was packed with silk 
robes and gowns of all sizes, hanging neat- 
ly on padded hangers. He reached down 
and lifted a box from a stack in one cor 
ner and brought it over to the bed. “Go 
ahead. open it,” he directed. 

I slipped off the cover and my startled 
gaze fell on a wispy pile of lingerie, soft 
and lacy. “Help yourself,” I heard my host 
say. and without thinking I picked up a 
filmy black set that I was sure would fit 
me. Mr. Robins gave a funny laugh. “All 
girls like pretty things. That’s why I keep 
them on hand.” 

He was standing close to me now and 
his eyes had a strange glitter. He licked 
his lips nervously and asked in a croaking 
voice: “Do they fit?” 

I started for the door. “I think so. But 
I'll let you know. Gee, thanks, Mr. Rob- 
ins!” 

His hand caught my arm and turned me 

around. “What’s your hurry? I’m trying 
to be nice to you. The least you can do 
—— 
I fought back the fear that rose in my 
throat. There was no point in struggling. 
he was stronger than I. So I leaned against 
the door and smiled. “It’s really nice of 
you to give me these,” I said. “I'll have 
to show my appreciation—” 

A satisfied smile broke over his face and 
he released his grip on my arm. I leaned 
forward, aimed a quick kiss at his fore- 
head. then turned and fled out of the room 
before he could recover from his surprise. 

My knees were still shaking when | 
dashed into our apartment and hid the ur 
dies in my room. I was well aware that 
the “kind-hearted” Mr. Robins expected 
much more in return for his gift, but I also 
knew that his asking price was too high 
for the “pretty things” he gave his girls 
So I carefully avoided him, even though 
I was grateful in a way for the lesson he 
had given me. 

There’s no point, I told myself, in play: 
ing for small stakes. For a set of fancy 
undies. a platonic kiss was a fair exchange, 
but for anything more than that. a girl had 
a right to expect a mink coat and evel 
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more. I discovered I had what men wanted, 
and I planned to make them pay and pay 
and pay. 

FTER a few more weeks at the restau- 
“% rant, I was convinced that it was not 
the right spot to meet the kind of men who 
could afford a girl with ambitions like mine. 
One night. I heard of an opening as mani- 
curist in a barber shop located in the larg- 
est hotel in the community. This was the 
perfect spot for what I wanted. so, despite 
my lack of experience, I decided to bluff 
my way into the job—and succeeded. 

The job turned out to be not much more 
than holding hands with slicksters and 
would-be big shots and listening to the line 
they all handed out. And though they said 
it in different ways, it all added up to the 


same thing—how “great” he was, how 
“fine” I was. and the big things he could 


do for me. 

But all of them were hustlers. 
week and down the next: 
lar tips when they were 
a manicure “on tab” 
All of them, whether they 
seemed to think that a manicure was an 
absolute necessity to keep up appearances. 

I learned to listen to their 
only half an asking questions in the 
right places and tossing in a comment now 


up one 
passing out dol- 
flush and getting 
when they were broke. 
worked or not. 


tall tales with 
ear, 


then 


and or merely smiling sympatheti- 
cally. IT guess I did all right. because | 


built up a large clientele. and made much 
more than I had at the 

On the job I was all business, 
and then I would go to a show or out danc- 
ing with one of the men who came around. 
But I never became nor did I let 
them get any ideas about me. I knew what 
I wanted and I was willing to wait. 

My manicurist’s table was located in the 
window of the hotel and, from my vantage 
point, I life as it past 
along the street. as well as all around me 
inthe shop. Among other things, I learned 
that the men who boosted themselves the 
most and all of 
promises were the ones who had the least 
to offer gut they 
mainly younger fellows and I learned not 
to pay much attention to their talk, 
although they were fun out on a date. 

The day I met Dan. I had just about 
reached the point of believing that all the 


restaurant. 
but now 


serious. 


observed flowed 


made sorts impossible 


usually nothing. were 


big 


men with money were either dead or had 
into hiding. Mom had 
given up berating me for snubbing the fel- 
lows in the neighborhood. “A young girl 
like you should be looking for a nice man 
to marry,” she’d said the last time we 
talked about it. “That Williams boy keeps 
calling for but you're 
home, 


gone long since 


here 


you, never 
so 

about it, Mom. [ll get 
Al is a and I like 
him, but I’m not in love with him.” 

“But you might fall in love with him if 
you'd ever get off that high horse of yours,” 
she insisted. 
Christine.” 


“Don’t worry 


along. Sure, nice guy 


“T just don’t understand you, 


I told 


“There’s nothing to understand,” 
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one who’s on his uppers. 


her bluntly. “It’s just as easy to fall in 
love with a man who has something as with 
And that’s ex- 
tly what I’m going to do!” 

Dan Banks was what the weekly press 
ills a “prominent sportsman,” a term that 
an mean everything—or nothing. It usu- 


ally refers to someone who makes his liv- 


from a business that can’t be adver- 
ed. but who has gained a certain amount 
respectability in the community. In 
Jan’s case, it meant a former big-time 
cambler who now operated a legitimate 
isiness he’d set up from his winnings at 
poker table and race track. 
[here was no denying he was a colorful 
figure. Tall and well-built, with just a trace 
the softness easy living had brought, 


Dan still made an impressive appearance. 


I 


' 


JO 


His face was still ruggedly handsome, de- 
pite his cynical eyes with the dark shad- 
vs that were evidence of the fast life he’d 

led. You couldn’t tell his age just by look- 
s at him, but it was plain that he wasn’t 
young as he pretended. 

\fuch about Dan Banks I learned after- 
irds, and I would never have gotten the 
ance if he hadn’t wanted a manicure the 
ght | had a date with a singer who wanted 
to meet him backstage after the first 
ning show at the downtown theater 
re he was appearing. Dan came into 
barber shop just as I was preparing 
put away my equipment and leave. Ed, 
barber, held a whispered conference 
th his customer, then came over to my 
ble. 
‘Do you mind taking another customer, 
is?” he asked. “He'll be ready as soon 
I shave him.” 

[ frowned and glanced at my watch. 

Phat’s Dan Banks,” Ed whispered confi- 
ntially. “The Dan Banks.” 

“I’ve heard of him,” I admitted, “but 

am I supposed to do—roll out a red 
et?” 
‘As a favor to me, then. Please, Chris?” 
‘Okay. Ed,” I finally told him. “I guess 
1 wait a little while.” 

But Dan Banks had evidently ordered 

e works” because time dragged on and 
and Ed was still fussing around with 
m and lather half an hour later. Ed 

ist have known how impatient I was get- 

*, but he refused to respond to the glares 

shot his way. 

\t long last. much too late for me to do 
nails and keep my date, Dan Banks 
led leisurely over. I was fuming, but 
nothing as he took the chair opposite 
and laid his well-kept hands on the 
\fy name is Dan Banks,” he said after 
worked a while in silence. 

“Yes, I know,” I said without looking up. 
There was a pause. “I usually get this 

lone down the street.” he told me. “But 
nce she’s probably closed now, I thought 

ry you.” 
“That's not much of a compliment—sec- 
| choice,” I remarked, concentrating on 
( uticle, 
He chuckled. 


“Oh? You prefer to be 


Number One, is that it?” 

I looked up into his half-mocking eyes 
and said flatly, “In everything!” 

He pursed his lips silently and I finished 
the job without any more conversation. As 
he stood up to go, he reached into his 
pocket and pulled out a roll of bills, and 
I could tell it was not a roll of ones with 
a ten wrapped around it, like some of the 
fellows flashed. The man had money. 
“What kind of tip do you usually get?” 
he asked. 

“All I want from you is enough to buy a 
ticket to the Capitol since I missed my 
date because of you,” I said. 

His eyebrows shot up and he stared at 
me for a moment. Then he peeled off a bill 
and put it into my hand. “Thanks.” I said, 
stuffing it into the pocket of my uniform 
without bothering to look at it. He walked 
away. shaking his head and chuckling to 
himself. Later, I saw that he had given 
me five dollars, but I was still angry about 
missing that date. 


FTER THAT. Dan became a regular 

customer and each time he’d ask teas- 
ingly, “Got a date tonight? If you’re in a 
hurry to leave. I can come back tomor- 
row.” I found him quite likable as I came 
to know him better and we soon became 
friends. I could tell that his interest in 
me was building up to a point where he’d 
say all the usual things a man says to a 
pretty girl. 

I'd given it a lot of thought. because I 
wasn’t sure what my answer would be. Un- 
doubtedly, Dan Banks could do a lot of 
things for me. But he was no fool or in- 
experienced schoolboy with a crush. He’d 
expect certain things in return. I'd met 
too many men like him to believe other- 
wise. I also knew that any girl who be- 
came involved with such a man had no 
protection for herself or her future. Even- 
tually, she must give way to a prettier face, 
a new conquest by the man she’s taken 
up with. 

I still hadn't figured out things when 
Dan asked me to go out with him. this 
time insisting that I lay aside any other 
plans I had for the following evening. In 
the past I had been able to keep him dan- 
gling, but this time I saw he was in earn- 
est so I agreed. The next day a package 
was delivered at the apartment and I 
guessed the sender even before I opened it. 

Dan had sent me a dinner 
gown from one of the most exclusive down- 
town shops. I knew he was expecting me 
to wear it when I went out with him that 
night, but, acting on a hunch, I sent it 
back to the store. 

I was ready for Dan’s questions that 
night when he saw I wasn’t wearing the 
new gown. “What’s the matter with the 
dress I have on?” I asked archly. “Don’t 
you like it?” 

“Of course! It’s terrific. Christine,” he 
hastened to defend himself. “I just thought 
you'd like the gift. To tell the truth, I 
can’t make you out. Most girls I know 
would go overboard for something like 


gorgeous 


that.” He shook his head as if he were 
completely baffled and started up his big 
convertible. 

“And right now where are most of the 
girls you know?” I asked. “You’re out 
with me and I don’t imagine that a new 
dress is much consolation to them.” 

“Not even a mink coat?” 

“Not even that.” I declared resolutely. 

Dan drove in silence a while, then ob- 
served. “You've got big ideas, Chris. 
There’s nothing small-time about you and 
I guess that’s why I go for you.” 

“You flatter me, Mr. Banks,” I 
sweetly, wondering all the while whether 
I had just talked myself out of a fancy 
mink. 

But apparently, I'd made a good im- 
pression on Dan for he took me out more 
and more frequently. “I like the way you 
knock ‘em dead when we walk into a joint, 
Chris.” he told me one night. “You’ve got 
more class in your little finger than a 
dozen ordinary women put together.” 

And precisely because I never asked him 
for anything. Dan began to shower me with 
expensive presents—a diamond-studded 
wrist watch, luxurious stone marten furs, 
and a charge account at the leading de- 
partment store. Each time he’d give me a 
gift. he’d stand back and wait in almost 
boyish expectancy for me to show my sur- 
“Any strings?” I’d inquire cau- 


said 


prise. 
tiously. 

He’d shake his head in a puzzled fashion 
and say, “That’s too much for me! With 
any other woman I’d have—no, Chris, you'll 
be the one to tie on the strings—when the 
time comes. I can wait.” 

Dan showed a patience that was surpris- 
ing. in view of the fact that he knew dozens 
of women eager to throw themselves at 
him. But except for mild kisses and other 
brief displays of affection, he was content 
to wait for me to make the first move. 

I soon discovered, though, that it was im- 
possible to maintain the dizzy pace that 
Dan set and still drag myself down to the 
shop the next morning after making the 
rounds of the night spots. Dan was disap- 
pointed when I phoned to cancel a date 
following a particularly exhausting night. 
“After all, Dan.” I told him, “I’m a work- 
ing girl! But I won’t be long, if I keep 
this up.” 

“You won’t be one—period, baby, if 
you'd just listen to reason. How about me 
dropping by the house tonight?” 

“I'd love to have you,” I told him, “but 
Mom—well. she wouldn’t understand. She 
reads me a lecture every time I go out with 
you, as it is. I’m sorry, Dan, really I am.” 

“Well, we'll do something about that, 
too.” he declared. “When I set my mind 
on something, baby, you can bet your bot- 
tom dollar I get it!” 

So a week later when Dan called for me 
at the shop and drove me to an exclusive 
section of the city, I guess that he was 
ready to demand something in return for 
what, up to now, had been strictly a one- 
way deal. I was not so simple or trusting 
as to believe that I could keep Dan dan- 
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gling on a string. More than once, he had 
bluntly informed me that it was the first 
time in his life he’d ever “laid out some- 
thing for nothing.” 

“That’s a sucker play, Chris,” he told 
me one night as we sat in his car outside 
the building where I still lived with my 
mother. “I don’t know why I let you keep 
stalling me. There was a time when I'd 
have told you off—but good! Maybe I’m 
growing old,” he said with a puzzled grin. 

“Or maybe you like me,” I suggested 
brightly. 

“You know darn well I do!” 
wrapped around me in a fierce embrace. 
In the shadows of the car, his eyes were 
dark and glowing, and I heard his voice, 
tight with suppressed emotion, rumbling 
Then 


His arms 


against the curve of my shoulder. 
his lips captured mine in a kiss that melted 
the wall of reserve behind which I always 
retreated when men became too ardent. 

Just then, the headlights of an approach- 
ing car flooded Dan’s convertible, and re- 
luctantly he pulled away. I quickly opened 
the car door and slipped out. “Goodnight, 
Dan,” I called, as I hurried across the 
sidewalk. 

His answer was an irate growl, so full 
of helpless anger and disappointment that 
[ couldn’t help feeling a little sorry for 
him. 

But now, as I caught a sidelong glimpse 
of the triumphant smile on his face as we 
drove along, I felt that the time was fast 
approaching when Dan would no longer 
permit little incidents like that to detour 
him from his main goal. Yet, I still had 
not decided what I would say, what I 
would do by the time I’d followed Dan, 
still mysteriously silent, into a fashionable 
building and into a second floor apartment. 

He stood watching me closely, twirling 
the keys around on his finger. “Well, baby, 
this is it,” he said, after I’d inspected the 
elegantly-furnished four rooms. “You won’t 
have to worry about your mother’s lectures 
here!” 

“And you won't have to worry about in- 
terruptions, is that it?” I added. 

“Exactly!” 

“Suppose I don’t want to play that way?” 
I was stalling for time and Dan sensed it. 

“Then it was nice knowing you, baby. 
Later!” He wasn’t smiling now, but there 
was a pleading look in his eyes. “Why 
are you holding out, Chris? Isn’t this what 
you want?” 

What was I holding out for—a marriage 
license? Mom had one, but that didn’t 
stop Dad from walking out on her. A 
younger man? Id seen them, and they 
were either honest and poor, or hepcats 
looking for fast dollars and faster women. 
Love? I thought again of Mom and the 
love she still carried in her broken heart 
for a man who left her holding a bagful 
of troubles. And now she didn’t even have 
the beauty she’d once been so proud of. 

It tore my heart just thinking of how 
tired and worn and plain-looking she was. 
If that’s what love did to a woman, then I 
wanted no part of it. Give me something 
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TROUBLE 


Don’t Put Up With Ugly 
Itching Misery Of Rashes 
Eczema, Ringworm, Pimples 


Skin irritations like that can really 
get you down. You look at your 
upset skin and wonder why you are 
plagued this way by the awful dis- 
tress. The itching is a nagging torture. 

Palmer’s SKIN SUCCEss Ointment 
usually makes a marvelous dif- 
ference in such cases. This famous, 
time-tested skin medicine goes right 
to work to help your skin gain fast, 
blessed relief. There’s just nothing 
like it! Only Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS 
Ointment gives you the benefit of 
this wonderful skin-prescription for- 
mula, tested by a noted physician, 


Don’t risk letting that ugly itch- 
ing misery go on for another day. 
Many, many thousands know from 
their own experience what Palmer’s 
SKIN SUCCESS Ointment can do. You 
can really depend on it! Small size: 
only 25c. Regular 75c size gives 
you 4 times as much, 


How To Take Care of Your Complexion 
Don’t just envy good-looking clear 
skin! If your complexion is disturbed 
we often by surface skin germs, get 

Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS SOAP and use 
it every night! The deep-acting 
aga foam really helps remove 
those germs and condition the skin. 
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Describes the Wayne Training Plan 
for Dental Nursing —chairside and 
receptionist duties, X ray, lab, glam- 
our and personality development. 
Learn what opportunities exist for 

you in this well-paying field... 
send for free book today. 
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I could see and enjoy—a car, a nice place 
to live, lovely clothes to wear... . 

Dan must have read my answer in my 
eyes, for the next moment I was in his 
arms and he was whispering into my ear, 
“You'll never regret it, baby! I don’t know 
how you did it, but I think you really 
hooked me.” 

So I became Dan Banks’ 
next day, ignoring Mom’s pleas, I moved 
into my new home. After a few days, I 
even forgot her last words as I walked out 
of the dreary flat I'd finally managed to 
escape from—‘“‘It’s your life, Christine; go 
ahead and live it as you please.” 


girl and the 


i WAS a perfect setup. Things flowed 

along smoothly until the next summer. 
All winter long. Dan had been promising 
to take me up to his summer home in Mich- 
igan and I had bought a new wardrobe to 
take along on the trip. 

But the week before we were 
leave town. Dan fell sick and was ordered 
by his doctor to take a complete rest. In 
the excitement of getting him off to Hot 
Springs, neither of us mentioned the trip 
we'd planned. 

But a few days after he’d gone, I real- 
ized that my staying home wouldn’t cure 
Dan’s heart condition, so I tossed my bags 
into the trunk of the car and headed north 
on U.S. Highway 12 towards Michigan and 
the first real vacation I'd ever had. 

Had I known what else awaited me at 
the end of my seven-hour drive, my arrival 
at Lake Dunmore would certainly not have 
been the joyous, carefree event it was. I 
was soon to discover that instead of “get- 
ting away from it all,” I was plunging right 
into a situation far more complicated than 
I'd ever encountered. 

Blissfully unaware of what fate had 
store, I pulled up on the gravel driveway 
next to Dan’s cottage on the edge of the 
lake. The sun was setting and its rays 
slanted in low from the bathing the 
smooth lake, and the trees and the cottages 
surrounding it in a magic aura that turned 
the whole resort into a fairyland. 

I just sat there a few minutes drinking 
in the beauty of the scene. I’d never seen 
anything like it before. Around the curve 
of the shoreline was the long. club- 
house with a pier jutting out into the 
lake. From the beach next to it I could 
hear the shouts of bathers as the sound 
drifted across the water. The cottages that 
dotted the shore were much like Dan’s, 
white with gaily colored shutters and nearly 
all of them with wide brick chimneys. 

What impressed me most was the almost 
church-like stillness of the place. Except 
for the sound of an occasional car passing, 
the faint putt-putt of a motorboat far out 
on the lake, and the tuneful chirping of 
birds, there was silence. As I sat there, 
reluctant to go inside, I heard footsteps 
approaching up the gravel path and turned 
to see a white-haired fellow swinging along 
with the firm stride of a much younger 
man. He smiled and waved his hand. “I’m 
Ed, the caretaker,” he said, opening the 


due to 


west, 


low 





car door for me. “I got Mr. Banks’ letter 
and got everything ready like he said. By 
the way, where is he?” 

I explained what had happened, and he 
shook his head. “Too bad. This’ll be the 
first summer he’s missed up here since he 
built the place.” 

Ed loved to talk, I discovered, and by 
the time the car was unloaded and he had 
shown me around the cottage I had learned 
quite a bit about Lake Dunmore and the 
people who flocked there each season. Ed 
lived there the year-round, earning his liy- 
ing looking after the cottages of those who 
could afford it, and he didn’t think much 
of the city folk who came up for vacation, 

“How many of them do you think really 
come up here to rest and enjoy the coun- 
try?” he demanded indignantly. “Not one 
in a carload!” he answered his own ques- 
tion. “All they’ve got on their minds is 
having a good time—wives who leave their 
husbands at home and husbands who slip 
up here for weekends when they’re sup- 
posed to be away on business.” 

I offered him a can of beer and he took 


it without interrupting his speech. “I’ve 
seen “em all. Miss Christine.” he said, “and 


I wouldn’t give you a dime a dozen for ’em, 
By the time they leave here to go back to 
the city they’ve practically run themselves 
to death!” 

[ assured Ed that since Dan wasn’t along, 
[ planned to avoid the usual pleasure-seek- 
ing crowds and spend all my time relaxing, 
I felt much safer knowing that Ed was 
around, and that night at the unheard of 
hour of nine, I crawled into bed and fell 
asleep almost before I could finish the lux- 
urious yawn I’d started. 

The next morning it took me a few mo- 
ments inspection of the unfamiliar  sur- 
roundings to remember just where I was. 
The bedroom was flooded with bright sun- 
light and a breeze from the lake played 
tag with the curtains. I jumped out of bed 
and selected one of the three bathing suits 
I'd brought along. 

glance in the big mirror satisfied me 
that the swim suit I'd chosen matched my 
gay, lighthearted mood. so throwing a white 
terrycloth robe over my shoulders I ran 
down to the lake and walked along the 
shore towards the beach. 

I was pleasantly surprised to see the 
beach deserted, so I dropped my things in 
a heap and trudged through the soft, warm 
sand to the lake. The water looked so in- 
viting. I plunged right in and set out with 
slow, steady strokes towards the log raft 
anchored some distance away. 

The brisk coolness of the water and my 
lack of training made the going rougher 
than I had expected and I was barely able 
to make it to the raft and drag myself up 
out of the water. I flopped down on my 
stomach and let the sun warm my back 
while I recovered my strength. 

How long I lay there, with my head cra- 
dled on my arm, I don’t know, but all of 
a sudden, the raft began to rock crazily 
and a dripping figure in a lifeguard’s suit 
climbed aboard. 
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“What the heck are you doing out here?” 
the lifeguard demanded, gasping for breath 
and shaking the water from his long wavy 
hair all at the same time. 

I watched him without changing my po- 
sition. “Having a peaceful nap until you 
came along!” I said icily. 

“I’ve been diving all over this lake look- 
ing for whoever left those things on the 
beach and—” Then he caught sight of me 
and his jaw sagged open comically. 

I rolled over on my back and put my 
hands under my head. “Did I 
thing wrong?” I asked innocently. 

The superbly built young man shook his 
head quickly. “No, Only— 
it’s my job to keep an eye on the 


do some- 


of course not. 
well, 
swimmers.” 

“Like you’re doing now?” I couldn’t re- 
sist the chance to fluster him further. 

He jerked his eyes away from me and 
turned as if to dive into the water again. 
“Don’t go.” I said. 

“It’s pretty clear you want to be alone,” 
he said. “I’m sorry I disturbed you. As I 
tried to explain, when I saw those things 
on the beach and no one to go with them, 
I was afraid there might have been an acci- 
dent. That’s all.” 

“Well, don’t leave me here alone, or there 


might still be an accident.” I told him, 
realizing that I’d barely made it out. “How 


will I get back?” 

It was clear that he realized he had a 
chance to get back at me for my teasing, 
for he shrugged his shoulders and smiled, 
“Why not try walking back? It should be 
asnap for a divine creature like you!” 

The next moment he had dived into the 
lake and was swimming towards the shore 
with long, powerful strokes. 


HAT WAS my first meeting with Allen 

and, after I got over my peeve at the 
way he left me stranded, we became good 
friends. He was a Wayne University stu- 
dent who worked each summer in resorts 
around Detroit to earn tuition for his law 
courses. It was his first season at Lake 
Dunmore, and since we were both newcom- 
ers, we did a lot of exploring of the sur- 
rounding countryside. 

We took long walks together and I’d fix 
a lunch for us to share. 
went riding, but mostly, we lolled on the 
beach talking about everything under the 
sun, 

Allen was the first young man I’d known 
who didn’t have a “gimmick,” 
trying to work some angle. He was good 
and decent and not at all afraid of the 
hard work he knew was ahead of him to 
win his degree. Before I realized what 
was happening, our casual friendship had 
grown into something much more serious. 

“Check up, Chris old girl!” I told my- 
self one evening after Allen had given me 
a playful goodnight kiss. “That kiss didn’t 
mean anything to him and it had better not 
mean anything to you!” 

But I couldn’t deny that Allen meant 
more to me than just a holiday companion. 
The time we'd spent together the past two 


Sometimes we 


who wasn’t 


weeks had eclipsed the past completely. 
There was no Dan, no apartment back in 
the city—nothing except Allen and me and 
the big beautiful sun-filled paradise in the 
country. I had been careful not to tell 
Allen too much about myself, and I ex- 
plained my presence in Dan’s expensive 
cottage by telling him that the owner was 
a friend of the family who let me use the 
place for my vacation. 

I tried, but found it was impossible to 
put the truth into sounded so 
much like a cash-and-carry, dollars and 
cents arrangement. Thinking over the re- 
lationship between Dan and me, that’s ex- 
actly what it was, and for some reason I 
was sorry I hadn’t met Allen a year earlier. 

My last night at the lake was the night 
of the big dance held each and 
Allen insisted that I stay over for the event. 


words—it 


season 


I finally agreed and wore a lovely new 
strapless gown for the occasion. I was 


ready and waiting when Allen called for 
me in his second-hand coupe. Luckily. Ed 
had taken the Cadillac to town to be serv- 
iced for the trip back, so there was no need 
to invent another lie. 

When I opened the door for Allen, my 
knees went weak and my heart raced like 
a schoolgirl’s on her first date. I had never 
seen him dressed up before, and if he was 
handsome in his trunks and in his old 
sports clothes, he was a well-tailored Tar- 
zan in his white, shawl-collared jacket, 
white shirt and dark trousers. 

“Am I fit for human company?” he 
smiled. 

“Darling, you're positively beautiful!” I 
exclaimed. 

“No, you're the 
Chris,” he said. “Don’t laugh at me, 
I think I’ve fallen for you.” 

I put my hands on his broad, 
shoulders and gazed up into his sweet face 
through misty “Allen, darling, if I 
don’t laugh with joy, then I’m going to cry 


beautiful, 
but 


one who’s 


tapering 
eyes. 


from happiness.” 

I'd much rather do said 
softly. He cupped my face in his big hands 
and tilted my breathlessly parted lips to 
his. I’d never been kissed—really kissed— 
until that wonderful moment. The deli- 
cious thrills that played along my spine. the 
drum-like tattoo of my heart against my 
ribs, the limpid warmth that flowed 
through my trembling body, were all new 
to me. 

When Allen finally released me, 
like coming up into the air from a long 
dive, deep under shimmering blue water. 
He stood away from me, as if embarrassed 
for letting his emotion carry him away. 
When he spoke. his voice was low and ten- 


this—” he 


it was 


der. “Chris—I love you. I know it now. 
Do you mind?” 
“Ts this what love is like, Allen? I don’t 


know. You see, I’ve never been in love be- 
fore.” My head was still whirling madly 


and I babbled on and on. 

Finally, Allen said, “Do we have to go 
to the dance?” 

I looked at him, s 
eyes, the un-asked question on his lips. I 


aw the pleading in his 
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SUITS 


Pay No Money— 
Send No Money . 


My values in made-to-meas- 
ure suits are so sensational, 
thousands of men order when 
they see the actual garments. 
I make it easy for you to get 
your own suit to wear and 
show—MAKE MONEY IN 
FULL or SPARE TIMEIN 
THIS EASY WAY! 
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My Planis Amazing 
Just take a few orders at my low 
money-saving prices—that’s 
all—and get your own personal 
suit to wear and show—make 
money fast taking orders. No 
experience needed. Spare time 
pays BIG. You pay no money, 
now or any time. 


MAIL COUPON! 


Rush this coupon today for full 
facts and BIG SAMPLE KIT 
containing 150 fine woolensin all 
popular weights and shades. Be 
one of the 500 top-notchers I 
need to wear, show, and take or- 
ders for my suits. Act today! 
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EASY Orders! FAST Profits! 
with New Nyla-Crepe 


Fits Like Made-to-Order 


Just say “‘I want extra money—fast”’, and we’ll 
send you everything you need FREE to start! 
Introduce glamorous Nyla-Crepe Lingerie. 
Made of newest, loveliest, most practical fab- 
ric of Acetate and Nylon. Throw in washing 
machine—it washes quickly, CER ely, with- 
out shrinkage. UNCONDITIONALL GUAR- 
ANTEED. When folks see these lovely gar- 
ments and hear the low prices, they’!] shower 
you with orders. And you make fine cash profit } 
in advance on every one. Besides, you can get 
your own lingerie for personal wear without 
payinga penny. Exciting? Thousands of women [© 
all over America are already making the big ex- 
tra money you can make by rushing your name 


, 


now. Don’t send a penny—everything is Free! 
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CALLING FOR PRACTICAL 


EASY TO LEARN AT HOME 
Help fill the need for Trained Practical Nurses 
in your community or travel. Wayne Train- 
ing Plan, welcomed by doctors, prepares you HE Sanat 
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“Take it easy, honey. Those are just 
words to the song.” 

The music stopped, but I didn’t let her 

Instead, I cupped her face in my hands 
and kissed her. The first thing I knew, 
everybody had stopped to watch us. Irene 
was a little flustered, but I held her there 
in the center of the room. 

Without even thinking about it, I said in 
a loud voice, “Hey, folks—gather around! 
I’m about to ask this lovely queen to marry 
me!” 

They didn’t know whether I was 
clowning or not, but the moment I said it, 
I knew I’d never been more serious in my 
life. It took Irene a few seconds to see that 
I really meant it. “Please, Ernie, don’t put 
me on the spot like that,” she begged. 

“You can’t back out now, baby,” I in- 
sisted. “A whole roomful of people saw 
the way you were dancing with me!” 

Ted let out a whoop. “And if that ain’t 
love—I’ll take vanilla!” 

The room rocked with laughter. Then 
everybody quieted down to hear Irene’s re- 
ply. She laughed, a little embarrassed, 
then said to me, “It wouldn’t be fair to say 
yes or no right now—like this. But we all 
love both you and Ted very much, and we 
hope and pray you'll come back to us 
soon.” She smiled up at me. “I'll be wait- 
ing, Ernie,” she added softly. 

Well, it wasn’t exactly what I wanted to 
hear, but it was a darn good little speech, 
the way she said it. Soon afterward, the 
party started breaking up. Just before I 
left with Irene, I felt a tugging at my coat- 
tail. It was Janie, Ted’s kid sister. She 
was a gawky adolescent then, looking very 
uncomfortable in her best party dress. 

“Aren’t you going to say goodbye to 
me?” she asked. 

“Why, of course! 
out a goodbye kiss 
friend.” 

I winked at Mrs. Weeks, who smiled and 
said; “It’s pretty late for her, but I would 
never have heard the end of it if I hadn’t 
let her stay up to say goodbye to you boys.” 

I kissed Janie on the cheek and said, 
“Goodbye, sweetheart. Don’t let anybody 
steal you while I’m away.” 

“IT won’t, Ernie,” she 
solemnly. “And you know what? I’d marry 
you right tonight, if you asked me—like 
you did her.” 

I made some wise crack, then hurried 
out to Irene. The next day, Ted and I were 
inthe Army. We managed to stick together 
all through basic and every time we got a 
pass we’d hunt—and usually find—our re- 
creation in town. 

We were lucky. We never had much 
trouble finding girls who felt it their pa- 
triotic duty to console two GIs who’d soon 
find themselves in the middle of a war. I 
admit that I was the one who generally 
located our companions for the evening, 
causing Ted to revive my old nickname, 
“Playboy.” 

Ted and I were lucky in another way. 
We made it through Korea and were finally 


just 


I couldn’t leave with- 
from my little girl 


promised very 


shipped Stateside on rotation. On the way 
home, we were standing at the ship’s rail- 
ing one night looking out over the ocean. 
Ted said dreamily, “Ernie, you know what 
I missed most of all?” 

And I said to him, “Ted, you know the 
first thing I’m going to look for when we 
land?” 

Then we looked at each other and yelled, 
“Girls!” 

So, when Ted came upon me kissing his 
week after we got home, I 
mind reader to know 


sister just a 
didn’t have to be a 
what he was thinking. 

But it wasn’t like that, at all. He’d never 
have believed what really happened. 


| SPENT the first few days home just 

lying around, taking it easy. Then, one 
afternoon, I decided to drop by and say 
hello to Mrs. Weeks and the rest of the 
family. When I got to the house, it was 
Janie who opened the door for me. 

The sight of her floored me for a mo- 
ment. I’d left a plain-faced kid, all arms 
and legs, but when I returned I found a 
grown-up young lady with a gleam in her 
eyes that was labeled pure dynamite. Janie 
had filled out in all the right places and 
the high heels and makeup made her seem 
even more mature. 

“Hi, Ernie,” aid, giving me that new 
grown-up smile of hers. “Come on in.” 

“Hey! What happened to you?” I asked 
“Don’t tell me I was gone 


she Ss 


in amazement. 


that long!” 

“How long?” she asked, holding the 
door open for me. 

“Long enough for you to—well, to grow 


up like that,” I said rather lamely. 

“How about a cold bottle of beer?” she 
asked, taking my cap and perch- 
ing it atop her head. 

“Now don’t tell me your mother lets you 
go that far!” 

She laughed and led the way into the 
kitchen. “Don’t happen to like the stuff,” 
she told me. “I prefer wine.” 

I just shook my head in astonishment. 
She fished a bottle out of the 
and said; “Make yourself at 
going to run upstairs and get 
thing decent.” 

I shrugged and wandered into the living 
room. She looked all right to me as she 
When she joined me a few minutes 


service 


refrigerator 
I’m 
some- 


home. 
into 


was. 
later, my jaw sagged and my eyes did an 
Eddie Cantor. She had on one of those 


strapless dresses of soft, summery material 
that showed every curve. Her shoulders 
were smooth and tan as polished bronze 
and the front of the dress would have done 
justice to Marilyn Monroe. 

She pretended not to notice the 
stared, but brushed right past me, so close 
that the perfume she wore made me dizzy. 
She slipped a record on the turntable of 
the phonograph and did a couple of whirls 
to the mambo rhythm. “What’s happen- 
I laughed, still a little shaky from 
“You rehearsing for a heavy 


way I 


ing?” 
the shock. 
date?” 
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She arched her eyebrows. “Maybe.” 
She held out her arms to me. “Want to 
ince? 
‘Well, I'm a little rusty but [ll fill in 
til your boy friend gets here.” 
She swayed against me. her hips and 
houlders music. Auto- 
atically, my arms went around her. We 
lidn’t talk. It was the first time I’d ever 
lanced with her and I found myself trying 
back away from her soft. yielding body. 
‘You're good, you know that?” I said 
last. 
‘Better than Irene?” she asked soberly, 
atching my eyes. 
“Haven’t had a chance to find out since 
I’ve been back,” I said casually. ‘“She’s 
etty busy these days.” 
“How busy can you get?” she said. 
“What kind of crack is that?” 
‘Any girl who’s too busy to marry a man 
goes overseas, and is still too 


moving to the 


tore he 

sy to spend all her time with him when 
comes back—” 

Let’s not talk about Irene.” I cut in. 
That suits me fine.” She leaned back 
iy arms. “Let’s talk about me.” 

[ didn’t say anything. I was listening for 
end of the record so I could put plenty 
listance between us. The way she was 
ng me made my collar suddenly too 

cht 

Finally the music ended, but neither of 
moved. “Remember the night before 
left?” Janie said. “I said then I'd 

rry you any time you asked me. I meant 

I still do.” 

Hey, wait a minute,” I protested. “That 
just kid stuff.” 

half closed and she moved 
irer. “You think I’m just a kid?” she 
ked, her voice warm and husky. 

That’s when I started reminding myself 
t this tempting creature was Ted’s sis- 
She was almost like my own sister— 
ist, but net quite. And suddenly, I was 
ing her. Then Ted walked in. 
| heard Janie calling me as I hurried 
the street. but I just walked faster. 
little witch! Hadn’t she caused 
ugh trouble already? I might never be 
le to square myself with Ted. and if 

Weeks ever found out. I’d never be 

to face any of the family. 
That night I went to see Irene. deter- 
ed to make her agree to marry me as 
nas possible. If a kid like Janie could 
so upset, then it was high time I 
But it turned out she 
hard to convince. She was still as un- 
tain as she’d been before I went away. 
What’s the matter, Irene?” I asked. 

Don’t you love me?” 

‘It’s not that. But you’ve been away so 
ind _” 
(nd that’s exactly why we’ve got to do 

I took her shoulders and 


Ernie. 


Her eyes 


my self a wife. 


ht away.” 
ed her close. “Do you realize how long 
danced with a 
held one in my arms?” 


} M4 ’ 
been since I’ve even 


ray laugh irritated me for some rea- 
‘[ know all about you soldiers!” 





“Oh. you do. hunh?” I closed my lips 
on hers. She didn’t struggle, but neither 
did she help. With a shock, I found my- 
self comparing her cold. unyielding lips 
to the soft. hungry ones Janie had un- 
ashamedly given me. 

“Look. honey—we’ve just got to get 
married. A man can stand just so much!” 

I guess the desperation in my voice told 
her how important it was. because she said, 
“All right. Ernie. I'll marry you.” 

Strange, but it didn’t make me as happy 
as I thought it would. 

A couple of nights later I ran into Ted 
at the neighborhood bar. He came up to 
me, grinning sheepishly, and stuck out his 
hand. “Look, man, I’m sorry I hauled off 
and slugged you the other day. When I 
calmed down, Janie explained how it was.” 

“Forget it.” I told him. “How about a 
drink?” 

“T don’t know why I blew my top. 
Ernie.” he said later. “You’ve got such a 
reputation with women. and—well. after 
all, she is my sister.” He sipped his drink. 
“She’s real grown-up now, too.” 

And I was the one who knew! I said: 
“Drink up. Ted. Let’s have one to my get- 
ting married.” 

“No jive! Irene?” 

I nodded. “It won’t be right away. You 
know how women are about weddings. But 
at least I got her to say yes.” 

So we had another drink and by the 
time we left. we were the same old pals. 


HE WEEKS were the only family I had. 

Before Korea. their house was like a 
second home to me and Mrs. Weeks made 
me stay for a meal anytime I came by for 
Ted. But since I got back. I avoided go- 
ing there. I told Mrs. Weeks that it was 
because I hated to put her to any trouble. 

But the real reason was Janie. I didn’t 
trust myself in the same room with her 
after that day Ted caught us, so I decided 
the best thing all around was to stay far 
away. 

I had a room in another part of town 
and I took my meals at the restaurant 
around the corner. One night I was just 
finishing my dinner there Janie 
bustled in. She had a light coat thrown 
over her shoulders and in her flat-heeled 
slippers she looked more like the Janie I 
used to know. But there was genuine dis- 
tress in her wide brown eyes as she said, 
“T’ve got to talk to you.” 

“Sure. Janie. Have a seat. How about 
a glass of milk or something?” 

She stamped her foot. “Can’t you ever 
be serious? And stop calling me Janie— 
my name is Jane. Let’s go to your place. 
We can talk there.” 

“That’s out!” I said sternly. “What are 
you trying to do? Start a fight between 
Ted and me? I think he still believes I 
was making a pass at you that day.” 

“Please. Ernie! It’s important.” 


when 


Her 


lips trembled and her eyes brimmed with 
tears. 

“Oh—all right!” I gave in after a mo- 
ment. 


At least we could avoid a public 








scene. As we walked around the corner 
to my place, I tried to tell myself that she 
had probably had a fight with some hoy 
and had come to me for advice. Neverthe- 
less, I felt a little funny about escorting 
such a young girl into my room. Jailbait, 
I thought as I switched on the light and 
pulled up a chair. 

“Now what’s this all about? What’s so 
important that you just had to see me 
tonight?” 

I pulled out my cigarettes and after a 
moment’s hesitation, offered her one. She 
wasn’t that young. 

“Ted told me you and Irene are going 
to get married. Is—is it true?” 

“Every word!” 

“Do you love her?” 

I was getting irritated. “What's it to 
you? Of course, I love her.” 

“Are you sure?” She seemed about to 
cry. “Maybe you’re just remembering that 
she said she’d wait for you.” She got up 
and came over to me. “Maybe if you 
looked around—” 

I laughed. “Look, Janie—Jane—this is 
Ernie you’re talking to. I’ve been around. 
Irene’s not the only girl I’ve ever kissed.” 

She said simply. “I know,” and moved 
a step closer. 

“Now look here, you—!’ 

Her face took on a mysterious look. 
“The trouble is, you think I’m still a child. 
You still think of me as Ted’s kid sister.” 

I felt myself slipping. Here was a beau- 
tiful, desirable girl alone in my room and 
just begging to be made love to. If she 
had been any other girl in the world ex- 
cept Ted’s sister, I’d have shown her what 
happens to girls who go around getting a 
fellow all worked up. I grabbed her and 
shook her. “You’re lucky I’ve got a lot of 
respect for your mother and for Ted.” | 
told her. “I certainly don’t have any for 
a teaser, for a girl who tries to see how far 
she can go with a man before backing 
out!” 

She raised her lips to mine. “Who's 
backing out?” she said softly. “You're 
not the first man I’ve ever kissed, either.” 

“T'll bet I’m not!” I was remembering 
the way she had surrendered her lips to 
me. 

“T know the score, Ernie. What are you 
afraid of? Irene?” 

And it struck me that maybe she was a 
lot more grown-up than either I or Ted 
suspected. I’d heard a lot about how crazy 
kids were acting these days, and I knew 
even more about it from experience. | 
suddenly felt sorry for Ted. 

His little sister, to judge by the way she 
talked. was not the sweet, innocent kid 
he thought she was. I wasn’t going to be 
the one to put him wise, but neither was I 
going to get mixed up with the brazen 
little hussy. 

I pulled her to the door and said, “Good- 
bye, Janie. Tl see you later—and I do 
mean later!” 

She whirled suddenly and slapped me 
full in the face. “You—you big dope!” 

she cried. tears of rage streaming down 
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her cheeks. “I hate you!” Then she turned 
and ran down the steps before I could 
stop her. My landlady and a roomer down 
the hall stuck their heads out at the com- 
motion, so I ducked quickly back into my 
room. I cursed myself for bringing 
her to my room, but one thing was for sure 
clear of Janie from then on. 
But the damage was done. I didn’t find 
out until time later. but had 
stirred up a that blew up into a 
small riot. 
Things 
me. First, 
that caused the delay, 
harping on having enough money saved up 
and finding a dozen other reasons for not 


ever 
—I’d steer 
some she 
mess 
were rough between Irene and 
it was plans for the wedding 
then Irene started 


getting married right away. 

One night when she came by, I decided 
to have a showdown. “Give me one good 
we should wait like this?” I 
“Don’t you think I can take 
care of you?” 

“It’s not that, Ernie,” 
“We've got to be sensible about this.” 

“I don’t want to be sensible. I want to 
be married.” I said. I pulled her to me. 
“Darling. let’s get married now,” I said 
urgently. “I don’t want a girl friend, Irene. 
I’m ready to settle down. I want a wife.” 

Suddenly I wanted to lose the memory of 
with the 


reason why 
demanded. 


she said patiently. 


Janie’s clinging mouth, erase it 
cool Irene’s kiss. She lay 
passively in my arms, then pushed me 
away. “What’s all the rush for, 
She sounded a little suspicious. 

It might unnoticed, but 
just then the doorbell started ringing, loud 
and long. I can’t explain it, but I had a 
sudden feeling that something terrible was 
about to happen. It did. I heard the land- 
lady open the door. and then Ted’s angry 


sweetness of 
anyway?” 


have passed 


voice. 

“He’s got company, Mr. Weeks—” I 
heard the landlady say, and then Ted 
yelled, “I don’t care what he’s got! He'll 


have more than that when I get through 
with him!” 
The door to my room burst open just as 


I got to my feet. “Ted!” Irene screamed. 


“What on earth—” 
“'m glad you’re here.” Ted told her. 


“T think you ought to know the kind of rat 
you're going to marry.” 


“Hey! What gives?” I demanded. “You 
can’t come busting in here calling me 
names!” 


He walked up to me and waved his fist 
“T’ve got names for 
Any who'll 


trick a young girl into coming to his room 


under my nose. 
I haven’t even used yet! 


you 
guy 


“Now, wait a I shouted. “If 
you're talking about that sister of yours—” 
“Yes, my Now lie and say she 


minute!” 


sister! 
wasn’t up here.” 

I opened my mouth to answer him, but 
couldn’t think of anything to say. I felt 
Irene’s hand on my arm. 

“Go ahead, Ernie. Tell him he’s lying.” 

There was a tense silence. Mrs. Smith, 
the landlady was the one who broke it. 


She stuck her head in the door and said 
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disapprovingly: “I don’t mind my men 
roomers having company, but when they 
bring innocent girls up here— 
well!” 

“All right.” I snarled. “She was up 
here. But let me tell you something about 
Janie. Ted. She—” 

This time I didn’t see the blow coming. 
and I hit the floor with a thud. Vaguely. 
I heard Irene say contemptuously: “No 
wonder you were in such a hurry to get 
married! If you think I'd marry you now, 
you're crazier than I think you are!” 


young 


She stormed out and Ted stood over 
me, stabbing at me with a warning fore- 


finger. “I’m taking Janie to a doctor, and 
so help me. if you’ve hurt that girl—” 

He said a lot more and then he left. I 
struggled to my feet and went to the kit- 
chen to get some ice cubes for my swollen 
eye. As I passed Mrs. Smith in the hall. 
she said. “Naturally. Pll have to ask you 
for my room.” 

“Naturally!” I snapped. 

It was half an hour later that there was 
a timid rapping on my door. “Come in,” 
I growled. 

It was Janie. 
ly blew my top. 
eye and started crying. “Oh. 
ling. What happened?” 

“Why didn’t you come around when the 
others were here?” I yelled. “Then you 
could have told them the truth. TI could 
have proved to them that I never laid a 
finger on you up here.” 


At the sight of her, I near- 
She took one look at my 
Ernie—dar- 


“Maybe you 
os I said slow- 


THOUGHT struck me. 
** would have lied about it 
ly. “That’s it! You wanted to break Irene 
and me up. you wanted them to believe I’d 
made love to you.” I grabbed her wrist 
until she winced with pain. “What did you 
tell Ted. anyway?” 

“Please. Ernie—you’re hurting me! I 
didn’t tell Ted that. You’ve got to believe 
me. He—well he overheard me talking 
on the phone to a girl friend of mine and 
I happened to mention your name.” 

“Go on!” 

“Well. afterwards. he started telling me 
what a bad reputation you had with wom- 
en and I defended you. Then he started 
asking a lot of questions and—the first 
thing I knew. he was accusing you of doing 
all sorts of things to me.” 

“Of course, you didn’t bother to tell him 
I said sarcastically. 

” she 





how wrong he was.” 

“You saw how crazy mad he was. 
said. “Nobody could tell him anything 
then. I came here as soon as I could.” 
She looked very small and frightened. “Do 
you want me to go tell Irene what an awful 
mistake it all was?” 

“A lot of good that'll do.” 

“She wouldn’t believe the truth about 


you?” Janie asked incredulously. 
“Tt’s not that.” I said. some of my anger 
leaving me. “You must admit that the 


evidence was all against me. The land- 
lady told Ted she’d seen you up here.” 

“T don’t care!” she said staunchly. “I'd 
never believe such things about the man 


I loved. I told you all along that Irene 
didn’t really love you.” 

“Who cares?” Suddenly I was fed up 
with it all. “Women are a lot of trouble. 
and girls are twice as much! I must have 
been nuts to think about being tied down 
to one woman!” 

“Even me. Ernie?” 

“Especially you! 
words sank into my brain. 
say?” 

She was smiling now and the tears shim- 
mering in her eyes made them twice as big 
and sparkling. “Don’t you know I’m in 
love with you and have been for years? [| 
didn’t mean for it to turn out this way. 
honestly. I didn’t. Ernie. That was the 
truth about the way Ted found out. 

“But since it did happen. the only thing 
I’m sorry about is your eye. I’m glad 
Irene didn’t have enough faith in you to 
stay and let you explain.” 

“Explain! What is there to explain?” 
I demanded. Suddenly I was furious. [ 
wanted to strike back at this romantic 
babe-in-arms whose meddling had ruined 
my chances with Irene. A diabolical idea 
popped into my mind. It must have been 
reflected in my smile. because a worried 
look appeared in Jane’s eyes and _ she 
moved back a step. 

“Ernie—what’s wrong?” she stammered. 

“Not a thing, baby.” I said with a smirk. 
“Everything’s cool. How about a little 
drink?” 

“No thanks—I think I’d better be go- 
ing?” 

“What’s the rush?” 
from the closet shelf. 
of glasses on the dresser.” I told her. 
ice in that bewl.” 

She fixed the glasses. never taking her 
off me. I poured the 
“Let me help you with 
drew the coat 
but finally. 


I wouldn’'t—” Her 
“What did you 


I got a bottle down 
“There are a couple 
“and 


frightened 
drinks and said: 
your coat.” Her fingers 
tighter around her shoulders. 
she let me take it off. 

I downed my drink and got 
Janie sat huddled in a chair. looking for 
all the world like a trapped animal. But 
[ didn’t give a hoot for her feelings; she 
had deliberately interfered in something 
that was strictly my business and I'd take 
my revenge in my own way. But I found 
that I needed at least a couple more drinks 
to bolster my nerve. Jane just sat there 
watching me, not saying a word. 

The drinks began to take effect. 
not drinking.” I said to her. 

“T_T don’t feel so good. 
go. Ernie.” 

“I’m not holding you here. But a hep 
chick like you shouldn’t leave before the 
party gets started.” I walked over to her. 
getting a kick out of the way she drew 
back. “How about a little kiss?” 

“Not—Not now—the way you are.” She 
was blinking hard to keep back the tears. 

“Look. Janie—you’re a big girl now. You 
told me so yourself. Don’t you know what 
happens to little girls who play around 
with guys like me?” 

She gave a little gasp and jumped up. 


eyes 


another. 


“You're 
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As she tried to run past me I grabbed her 


arm. “Not so fast! Ted and Irene—may- 
be the whole town—think that we’ve got a 


little love nest up here. We can’t let ’em 
down, now can we?” 

Her wide eyes searched my face. “What 
—what are you going to do?” 

“Tl give you three guesses—and the 


one’ll be right!” 

I swung her around and tried to kiss 
her. but she fought like a wildcat. Back 
we struggled, 


first 


and forth across the room 
and all the time she kept pleading with 
me to let her go. We fell across the bed 
and I pinned her arms to her side. 
Suddenly she went limp. “You 
have to fight me, Ernie. If that’s 
you want—” Her voice broke and tears 
spilled down her soft brown cheeks. At 
the sound of the anguish in her voice and 
the sight of the tears. something inside me 


don’t 
what 


snapped and I came to my senses. 


‘All I want is for you to beat it!” I 
fairly shouted. If she had continued 
resist, I would have forced my love upon 
her. But this sudden compliance threw 
me off balance. My head was spinning 
crazily from the drinks I'd had on an 


empty stomach. and all I wanted now was 
to be left alone. “Go on home where you 
belong! Get out out!” T shouted. 
After losing my girl and my best friend 
that night. I'd never 
want to see the person who was responsi- 


get 


I could have sworn 


ble. But I couldn't get Janie out of my 
mind. I knew that Ted suspected the 
worst. but how many others thought she 
was a wild. head-strong girl without de- 


cency or morals? 

I remembered how the fellows 
boast of their conquests and spread the 
girl’s name all around the neighborhood; 
and I remembered that once a girl had 
given in. she was contemptuously labeled 
fair game for any other guy on the prowl. 

I knew what it could do to a girl’s repu- 
tation and even though I hated Janie for 
what she had done. I just couldn’t stand 
by and see that happen to her. I tried to 
phone her but was told she wasn’t in. It 


used 


was Ted who answered the phone and 
although he didn’t say anything. I was 


positive he recognized my voice. 

I tried to get interested in someone else. 
tried to forget about Janie. but I discovered 
that no matter how I tried to console my- 
self, I'd never feel right until the 
ugly mess was cleared up. It took more 
than I thought I had. but one 
afternoon I went to her house. “What do 
Ted growled when he opened 


whole 
courage 
you want?” 


the door for me. 
“I want to see Janie.” 


“Haven't you done enough her?” he 
demanded heatedly. “If you're smart. 
you'll leave while you can. I’m just a 


minute off your back. anyway!” 
“T know you think 
Ted. I 


we've been around 


I stood my ground. 
I'm a no good so-and-so. can’t 
blame you. After all. 
a lot together.” 

“And I know 


youre an operator from 
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way back!” he cut in. “I wouldn’t trust 
1u with my sister if—” 

“Wait a second! I came here to force 
Janie to tell you that nothing happened 
between us. But since you don’t care to 
listen, maybe you don’t love her as much 
as you pretend,” I told him. 

“You're crazy. She’s my sister.” 

“Then, why can’t you believe her when 
he tells the truth? I never thought of it 
intil now, but I know why Irene put me 
down without waiting for an explanation— 
she didn’t really love me.” I grabbed his 
irms and made him look at me. “You're 
going to listen to me if I have to whip you 
first!” 

Then I told him how Janie had come to 
my room after he left, told him frankly 
how I tried to hurt her. “But I couldn’t 
do it, Ted. She’s not as fast as she pre- 
tends. I promise never to see her again— 


it you’ve got to believe me!” 


| E STARED at me for a long time, then 
said at last: “Wait here.” He turned 

and went inside. I stood there on the 
orch not knowing whether he’d gone in- 
le to get his gun or what. Anxiously, I 


paced back and forth. Then I heard the 


door open and swung around. It was 
Janie. 

She was smiling. “I don’t know what 
you said to Ted, but he’s finally convinced 
that nothing happened that night.” 

I sighed with relief. “Then I told him 
I was in love with you—” she began. 

I shook my head to clear the buzzing 
that had started all of a sudden. “You're 
just a kid, Janie. You make a lot of big 
talk about love, but you don’t know any- 
thing about it.” 

“Oh, don’t I?” she asked coyly, arching 
her eyebrows. She came closer. 

I backed away. “What I mean is—no! 
You and me? It’s impossible, it’s crazy, 
it’s—” 

“Tt’s nice!” She threw her arms around 
me and her lips were softer and sweeter 
than the first time. It was a kiss that only 
a woman in love can give. 

Finally. I broke away. 
whether to spank you or- 

“Or kiss me again?” 

I did. 

Later, I asked her: “How old are you 
anyway, darling?” 

She merely smiled 
enough!” 

We kissed again. 
a habit. 


“T don’t know 


and said. “Old 
It was getting to be 


THE END 





Dearly Beloved 

(Continued from Page 5) 
ur patience and try to stick it out. Don’t 
gossip shatter the confidence you once 
id in each other. Try to get back on that 
isis of security you had before the gossip 
tarted. There must be some good in your 

husband if he really likes his children. 

You can’t always live with his mother, 
so if he doesn’t start looking for an apart- 
ment soon, start searching for one your- 
elf. When you have found one, tell him, 
ind show him the advantages of having your 
own place. It could be that living with his 
mother has stifled his initiative. Talk to 
him and explain how unhappy it makes you 
to suspect him of being untrue. Above all, 
dignified in your approach. No man 
likes a preaching woman and being his 

wife doesn’t give you any license. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I have been reading Tan magazine for 
about four months and like it very much. 
[am a white man and married. I do not 
like my wife because right after we were 
married she began telling me lies. Besides 
she’s a very poor cook. I would like to meet 
some nice colored girl. Could you be of 
help to me? I think the colored girls are 
the most beautiful in the world. 

John Horning 


Dear John: 

Since you apparently are still living with 
your wife, you will first have to divorce her 
before seriously considering any other al- 
liances. There are good and bad women 
in all races and some of the most beautiful 
yes can’t cook, 
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Once you are free, you should have no 
difficulty in meeting desirable young wom- 
en of all racial groups. If there are none 
in your town I suggest that you visit the 
YWCA in the city nearest you and take 
part in some of its social programs. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

Seven months ago, I divorced my wife 
for another woman who seemed to sweep 
me off my feet. Now, I find that I want my 
wife back and that I made a terrible error 
by mistaking infatuation for true love. My 
ex-wife lives in another state but ever since 
we were divorced we have written to each 
other. She says that she still loves me but 
won't take me back because she is afraid 
that I will do the same thing again. 

Though I still see this other woman I 
want to break off from her completely for 
I do not love her. Mrs. Jackson, can’t a 
woman have a heart and realize that some- 
times a man has to make mistakes before 
he finds himself? 


L.H. 


Dear L.H.: 

Before doing anything to get your ex- 
wife back, break completely with this other 
woman. It is important that you take this 
decisive step if you are sincerely in love 
with your ex-wife and intend to regain the 
happiness you once had. Prove to her that 
you are worthy of her trust, that you have 
learned a painful lesson, and that you 
earnestly promise to do better. 

Your wife is a human being and one of 
the characteristics of humans is their ap- 
prehension toward persons who have hurt 
them. So start working to mend your ways 
and then you will be ready for re-conquest. 


Should 
A Bride 
Tell All? 


(Continued from Page 11) 


you've paid for what you did, paid plenty. 
That’s why I’m advising you to go ahead 
and marry Ray as if nothing had ever hap. 
pened.” 

“Tt couldn’t be that you’re afraid this is 
my last chance, could it?” I asked, a little 
bitterly. 

Grim lines appeared around her mouth, 
“All right, 11 admit it. That’s been in the 
back of my mind ever since you met Ray. 
When a woman reaches 28, Alma, her 
chances of marriage start getting slimmer 
—even your fancy, modern books will tell 
you that.” 

I thought about my fiance; remembered 
his tender caresses, his kindness, all the 
lovable traits that had captured my heart 
from the very first. “I love Ray,” I said 
softly. “I'd marry him even if there were 
a dozen men to pick from.” 

“But there aren’t a dozen 
she reminded me. 

A bitter lump rose in my throat. “No, 
not any more. After Tony, there wasn't 
even one—until Ray came along.” 

“All the more reason for you to be sensi- 
ble and do as I say!” 

I shook my head. “It wouldn’t be fair 
to Ray.” 

“All’s fair in love and war,” Mom said 
sharply, “and right now, you’re facing the 
biggest battle of your life!” 

She had a way of putting things so blunt- 
ly you couldn’t miss the point. It was a 
battle all right. but in a different way than 
she’d meant. For the problem I faced was 
one I had to solve by myself. Mom’s wis- 
dom and all the advice in all the books 
ever printed couldn’t change me back into 
the innocent, carefree girl I’d been before 
that night with Tony... . 





not any more,” 


I OW LONG ago had that been? Five 

years—seven years? So long that re- 
calling it now was like reliving a half 
remembered dream. 

It was the summer I came home from 
school, 21 years old and ready to settle 
down in Westfield, a fair-sized town in 
northern Ohio. Mom had met me at the 
depot that day, looking very proud and 
happy in her Sunday best. 

She ran over and threw her arms around 
me as I got off the train. “Oh, I’m so hap 
py!” she said over and over, dabbing a 
her eyes with a handkerchief. “Just think! 
You're the first one in our family to finish 
school! Your father would have been proud 
of you, honey.” 

“Well, I must confess it looked doubtful 
whether I’d make it a couple of times,” 
laughed. “But then I remembered how 
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much you were counting on me and I[ knew 
I just couldn’t fail!” 

We walked arm in arm along the tree- 
lined streets of Westfield and each time 
we passed someone we knew, Mom had to 
stop and announce my arrival home from 
school. It became rather embarrassing, but 
I didn’t have the heart to spoil Mom’s pleas- 
ure in showing me off. And it was good 
to be home again. Everyone seemed so 
friendly. 

That first week at home, Mom wouldn't 
let me lift a finger. She even wanted to 
serve my breakfast in bed. but I drew the 
line there. “I’m not going to let you do it, 
Mom,” I insisted. “It’s bad enough for me 
to be loafing around all day. I’ve got to 
start thinking about paying you back for 
all you’ve done for me.” 

“Alma, finished 
came back a lovely. educated young lady 
who'll make some nice fellow a wonderful 
wife. That’s all the payment I want.” 

“Marriage? I hadn’t even thought about 
it.” I told her. “I’ve got to get a job.” 

“Nonsense! There are quite a few nice- 
looking, ambitious young here in 
Westfield—” She broke off, day dreaming. 
“Well, you’ve got plenty of time.” 
finally. “I want you to be sure when you 
pick a husband, because I want my girl to 
have nothing but the very best.” 

I let the conversation drop. not because 
I was opposed to getting married, but be- 
cause I felt there was a debt that had to be 
paid. My father had died when I was still 
achild and Mom had her hands full bring- 
ing me up. She went to work in the home 
of a big industrialist and although she never 
discussed finances with me. I figured that 
she had a hard time holding on to the little 
house Dad had bought while sending me 
through school. 

So I made up my mind to get a job and 
work for a few years so Mom could take 
iteasy. Later, if I met someone. I’d think 


you school and you 


men 


she said 


about marriage. 

I'd taken some work in library science, 
so shortly after I got home, I applied for 
a job in the local library. I was told that it 
would be fall before any decision would be 
made, so I had three whole months to my- 
self. Maybe it was the prospect of spend- 
ing the rest of my life working like Mom 
had. or maybe it was that I liked the lei- 
surely life Mom insisted I lead those first 
weeks, 

At any rate, I decided to live like the 
daughters of the doctors and lawyers and 
well-to-do businessmen in town. When fall 
came. I’d climb down off ‘the merry-go- 
round and settle into the drab routine of 
stamping and cataloguing books. 

Renewing my old friendships was an easy 
matter. 
classmates, and their brothers and cousins 
tegarded me as suitable date-bait because 
I belonged to the right sorority and was a 
product of a well known campus. The fact 
that I was the daughter of a widow of 
modest means didn’t affect my social life 
in the least. 

As the summer drew to a close, I found 


Some of the girls were former 
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myself spending more and more time with 
Tony Wells, the brother of my best girl 
friend. Tony was the son of Dr. Wells, who 
had the largest practice in Westfield. Tony 
was going away to med school in the fall 
so the two of us lived every moment as if 
ur very lives would end when September 
ame. 

Tony was a tall, handsome fellow who 
had everything in his favor. He was pop- 
ular and well-liked by everyone and was 
such a good catch for a girl out husband- 
hunting, that Mom would fairly drool when- 
ever he came by the house. She started 
dropping hints about what a nice husband 
lony would make, but I let them pass with- 
out comment. 

One night, not long before Tony was 
scheduled to leave for school, he came by 
o take me out. By some strange coinci- 
dence, we both were in a quiet, reflective 
mood. Tony had his dad’s car and we rode 
around for a while, not talking much, just 
njoying each other’s company. 

Finally, Tony said, “I’m going to miss 
you, Alma. I’ve had more fun this summer 
than I can remember.” 

I moved closer to him. “Well,” I said 
with a lightness I didn’t feel, “all good 
things must come to an end.” 

He thumped his hand down on the steer- 
ing wheel. “But why?” he demanded. “Why 
an’t we go on like this—seeing each other 
every day, doing things together.” 

“You know why. Tony,” I told him. 
Your parents would never get over it if 
ou didn’t become a doctor. Why; your dad 
an’t wait to hang your shingle up next to 

I stole a glance at his grim face. “So 
ou’ll go away to med school and I'll go to 
work in the town library because that’s the 
vay it has to be.” 

We had reached a lonely street where the 
eafy trees shielded the street lamps. Tony 
pulled up to the curb and parked in the 
shadows. “Then, I guess that means we 
don’t have much more time,” he said, slip- 
ping an arm around my shoulder. 

“Time for what, Tony?” 

“For this—” He tilted my lips up to his 
and held me in a long embrace that left 
me limp and trembling. “Alma—darling!” 
he whispered, nibbling at my ear lobes and 
ending tiny electric currents along my 
spine. 

“Do you like me?” he asked, his voice 
husky with emotion. 

“Of course, Tony.” 

“How much?” 

“Oh, a lot!” 

“Enough to—” His ardent kisses said 
the rest. 

\ly reaction surprised me a little. I was 
neither shocked nor was I insulted by the 
inspoken demands of his unrestrained ca- 
resses. All I felt was a warm glow of sat- 
isfaction that Tony found me desirable. 

! didn’t ask myself if I loved him; we 
ere two healthy young people who liked 
each other and wanted desperately to have 
memories to cling to after we went our sep- 
rate ways. So I let myself drift deeper 
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and deeper into the sea of passion until 
there was no turning back... . 


HEN TONY left for school a short 

time later, Mom was so disappointed 
she nearly cried. “You made such a nice- 
looking couple,” she said. “It’s a pity you 
didn’t get him to propose,”’ she added with 
a touch of reproach in her voice. 

“You just can’t help playing Cupid, can 
you, dear?” I laughed, patting her hand 
affectionately. “Tony and I are just friends. 
He was good company and I like him a 
lot. But he’s got at least four years of col- 
lege ahead of him, Mom.” 

“Well, it’s all water over the dam now, 
but you could have gone along with him. 
even worked to help him out if you wanted 
to. Lots of doctor’s wives have done that.” 
She got up and stared out of the kitchen 
window. 

“Maybe it would be rough sledding for 
a while, but you’d be the wife of a profes- 
sional man who’s bound to succeed,” she 
said. 

“But what about you?” 

She turned and smiled. 
make a good marriage is all I want, now 
that you've finished school. If the good 
Lord spares me to see that—” 

It wasn’t the first time she’d made a re- 
mark like that, but I'd always thought it 
was her unselfishness that prompted it. 
Yet. in just a few days I'd begin on the job 
I'd applied for. Now that I'd been accepted, 
I felt I could tell her about it. 

“Tt’s time you stopped worrying about 
other people,” I told her. “From now on, 
I’m going to take care of you.” 

“Take care of me? What in the world 
are you talking about, Alma?” 

“I’ve got a job,” I said proudly. 

She looked stunned. “I—I don’t under- 
stand.” 

“Tt’s not the best job in the world, but 
I'll be able to pay you back for all you’ve 
done for me.” 

“Is—is that why you didn’t encourage 
Tony?” 

That was partly the reason, although 
there were other things. “What does it 
matter?” I said, slightly irritated. “Tony’s 
in Nashville and I’m up here. We’re friends 
—that’s all.” 

She shook her head sadly. “You poor 
child.” she murmured. “You poor, big- 
hearted child.” She gathered me in her 
arms and cradled my head against her 
bosom, crooning softly as she used to do 
when I was a child. Then she told me how 
she had put me through school and how 
she had nothing to worry about for the 
future. My father had bought some land 
cheap when he first arrived in Westfield. 

A few years after his death, the expan- 
sion of a new plant sent the value way up 
and Mom had sold the lots and invested the 
money in property as the man she worked 
for had advised. The income was enough 
to keep her comfortably for the rest of her 
life, so my idea of sacrificing myself was 
a grateful. but futile gesture. 

In the lonely years that followed, I often 
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regretted that I hadn’t maneuvered Tony 
into marriage. I saw him every summer 
during vacations, but it was never the same 
between us. And as I waited for the right 
man to come along, I gradually turned into 
the typical spinster type and my chances 
for becoming a bride dwindled with each 
birthday. 

True, there had been suitors. Joe was 
one of them. I was 25 then and getting a 
little desperate. But one night when I felt 
very close to him, I told him about my brief 
affair with Tony. It was the right thing 
to do, I kept telling myself, but at the same 
time, fearful that Joe’s affection would turn 
to contempt. 

For a long while Joe didn’t speak and | 
held my breath, waiting for whatever he 
had to say. Then I felt his arms around 
me and he tenderly kissed away the tears. 
“Nobody’s perfect, honey,” he said. “I’ve 
been around myself, so who am I to judge 
anybody else? I’m glad you told me. 
though.” 

“It—it doesn’t 
Joe?” [ faltered. 

He shook his head. “It knocked me off 
my feet, I'll admit, but you were honest with 
me, and I’m glad. Let’s forget the past- 
yours and mine.” 

I wept with happiness and blithely went 
ahead making preparations for our wed- 
ding. But then Joe got impatient; his 
kisses became more and more demanding. 
One night, when he became more insistent 
than ever, I pulled away from him, 

“Please, darling,” I begged, “it won't be 
long before we’re married. We can wait 
that long.” 

“Why should I?” he demanded. “Did 
Tony. or whatever his name was, wait? 
How come’ you’re acting so pure all of a 
sudden?” 

His sudden outburst was so shocking, | 
slapped his face and left him standing 
there, a sneer twisting his lips. 

Mom was heartbroken when I sobbed out 
the story to her, but she wasted no time 
scolding me for what was over and done 
with. “You’ve just got to understand, 
honey, there are some things a woman can't 
tell a man. They’ve got a funny way of 
looking at things. I’m telling you for your 
own good—make up your mind that wild 
horses won’t drag that secret out of you!” 

I learned what Mom meant from the 
books in the library. In one book I read. 
Dr. Alfred Adler, the famous psychologist. 
explains that most men want to marry vil- 
gins because of their “will-to-be-first.” 

A woman who confesses to a previous 
affair may fatally wound her husband’s ego. 
In Dr. Adler’s opinion, many a husband “is 
tortured by the thought that he may not 
have been the first to caress his wife.” 

So, when I met Ray, my problem was 
almost unbearable. For the first time im 
my life I was in love—really in love. Some: 
times the intensity of my feeling for him 
was so great it frightened me, and the 
thought of losing him as I had lost Joe 
made me sick with fear. 
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Whenever I was with him, I was positive 
that I could follow Mom’s advice and keep 
my lips sealed. If it meant losing Ray, | 
could keep silent forever. But each time 
I left him, my conscience refused to be 
silenced. 

I read every book on the subject I could 
get my hands on in a frantic effort to find 
a solution to my dilemma. I toyed with the 
idea of marrying Ray, then telling him 
about my past. 

But Dr. Clifford R. Adams, director of 
the Marriage Counseling Service at Penn- 
sylvania State College advises that such 
confessions be made before marriage. 
“When you do make the revelation, do it 
casually and without undue emotion, mak- 
ing as little fuss over it as possible,” Dr. 
Adams suggests. 

But whether before or after marriage, 
telling “all” should be done briefly, with- 
out the gory details, is the view of Dr. Ada 
Hart Arlitt, University of Cincinnati fam- 
ily counselor. 

“Unless what has occurred during the 
preceding experience is of so serious a na- 
ture that it should have been told before 
marriage,” Dr. Arlitt states, “then to give 
names, places, dates and the ‘blow-by-blow’ 
description of what had gone on when one 
was previously involved is simply to make 
clear and vivid images in the mind of the 
listener, which may interfere with all later 
marital. adjustments.” 

Now, as I had my heart-to-heart talk with 
Mom, I saw that I would have to make my 
own decision. She was so set on seeing me 
married that statistics and the advice of ex- 
perts meant nothing to her. Yet, I couldn’t 
completely ignore the things my mother had 
told me. Experience had taught her some 
of the very things the marriage authorities 
had discovered with their tests and ques- 
tionnaires. 

For instance, Mom had maintained that 
many women successfully keep secrets from 
their husbands. Dr, G. V. Hamilton, in his 
study of married couples, found that one 
wife out of five had pre-marital sex rela- 
tions with a man who was not later her 
husband. Of these, 40 per cent said that 
they had told their husbands, either before 
or after marriage, while 60 per cent ad- 
mitted they had not. 

“Well, what are you going to do?” Mom 
asked quietly, seeing that further talk 
would be useless. 

I gave her a reassuring smile. “Don’t 
worry. Everything will turn out all right.” 

I had made up my mind to be one of the 
“40 per centers.” Only, I was not half as 
certain of the outcome as I tried to make 
myself believe. 

I phoned Ray and invited him over for 
dinner. Mom helped me prepare it, then 
got her hat and coat, announcing that she 
She came and 
kissed me fondly on the cheek. “You do 
whatever you think is right, honey. If he 
loves you, it won’t make any difference one 
Way or the other.” 


When Ray arrived and I saw the adoring 


was going visiting. over 


light in his eyes, my firm resolve seemed to 
melt away. He was a tall, serious-faced 
man, with a gentleness that was startling 
for one so big and broad. He was a new- 
comer to Westfield, settling there after a 
hitch in the Army to open a filling station. 
I had fallen in love with him almost at 
once and we had been engaged for six 
months now. 

He smiled and rubbed his hands when 
he saw the table all set. “The condemned 
man ate a hearty meal!” he said with dry 
humor. “Well, this is one lamb who’s will- 
ing to be led to slaughter.” 

I smiled wanly and began to serve the 
meal. Ray noticed my preoccupied silence. 
“Why so quiet, honey?” he asked. “Is any- 
thing wrong?” 

“Ray—do you love me?” I asked. 

His eyes caressed me and his smile an- 
swered my question. “Want me to climb 
a couple of mountains to prove it?” he 
chuckled. 

“T’ve got something to tell you. But I 
want to tell it in my own way.” 

He frowned a little. “What is it, Alma?” 

“Not right now, Ray. After dessert.” 

“Good. I 


after the meal is over. Better for the diges- 


prefer serious conversation 


tion.” 

At last we were seated next to each other 
on the sofa and after a few false starts, I 
finally got up enough courage to tell him 
about Tony. 

“T don’t believe it!” he exclaimed when 
I had finished. “If this is some sort of test 

well, it’s going a little too far.” 

I finally convinced him it was true. He 
stared at me, shaking his head in disbelief. 
“I don’t know what to say—I almost wish 
you hadn’t told me.” he said hesitantly. 
“But maybe it’s best you did, only—I don’t 
know, I don’t know.” 

Our goodbye was brief and restrained 
and I managed to hold myself together un- 
til he left. Then I broke down and cried 
like a baby. I was still huddled dejectedly 
She 
asked no questions, but gently led me to my 
room and put me to bed. 

For the next week, I was like a robot. 
going about my duties at the library in a 
purely mechanical fashion. I had known 
all along that losing Ray would be the end 
for me, and from the way I felt that was 
exactly what had happened. Mom had been 
right all along, I told myself bitterly. No 


on the sofa when Mom came home. 


man-—not even Ray—could stand not being 
the first with the woman he married. 

My only consolation was that I had not 
waited until we were married to tell Ray: 
then he would have felt trapped into a mar- 
riage that had no chance in the world to 
succeed. 

I was standing at the desk, thinking of 
all that had happened, and staring out into 
space. It was not a busy day and the hushed 
silence of the library made day dreaming 
easy. Suddenly a figure loomed up in front 
of me. 

“May I help—” I began, pulling myself 
back to reality. But the words died in my 
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eatures. 


at as my eyes focused on Ray’s rugged 
His face was drawn and his eyes 
id a hunted look. My heart cried out to 
but I set my face grimly. “Yes?” 
\lma—lI’ve been in torment this past 
k!” he said in a fierce whisper. “I 
t know what was happening to me.” 
ran a hand over his face. “There were 
1es when I wondered whether I'd ever 
el right again. 
[ was hurt by what you told me, I might 
well admit it. But I got to thinking—” 


Yes, Ray eg 


“There’s just one thing I want to know— 
why didn’t you marry that fellow?” 

The wild pounding of my heart seemed 
to thunder through the stillness. “Because 
I didn’t love him,” I said simply. 

Ray nodded slowly. “I was hoping that 
was the reason.” He reached out and took 
my trembling hand. “You see, that makes 
all the difference in the world, darling, be- 
cause you are going to marry me.” 

Well, I’ve always heard that honesty is 
the best policy. You’d have a hard time 
convincing me otherwise. THE END 








those things. 
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How He Proposed 
(Continued from Page 8) 


1y it was with me. In the role of a heart- 
eaker out to avenge a friend, Josh never 
dicated what was on his mind, began tell- 
me things I had never heard before 
it the way I should feel about certain 
ple (especially, Josh White) and why 
was one of the facts of life that in this 
orld there always is the perfect mate for 
mmeone. All you have to do, he said, was 
find that mate. Some people never do. 
This led naturally into the subject of 
10 in the world was the perfect mate for 
and the perfect mate for him. We were 
‘king directly at each other at the time 
| we both smiled. Then he confessed he 
id tried to dupe me and had come around 
ee me in the role of a “front” for some- 
else. He said he didn’t feel right try- 
to “sweet-talk” a girl for another fellow 
that something strange had happened 
him during the course of this campaign. 
aid he was in love with me. 
Strangely, the same thing was in my 


irt. I knew I loved him the first time I 


met him and of course, was willing to for- 


his subterfuge which, after all, had 
en too effective. A year later, on August 
1934, he brought his guitar around for 
1 serious talk” about “us.” 
\s I recall, Josh never brought candy or 
wers when he came to see me. I’m glad 
didn’t, although I suppose all girls like 
I felt he was more romantic 
th his guitar, which he always brought 
ith him. I think it gave him courage 
who am I kidding? ). 
I sort of suspected what he had on his 
ind; he’d been hinting about it for over a 


onth. He had already won over my par- 


nts, Robert and Rachell Carr, completely. 


ou see, Josh White has a way with parents, 


’ 
) 


His “serious talk” about “us” turned out 
be a question: did I think I could live 
th him for the balance of my life on 
irth and if I could, would I promise truly 
wash his back every night? 

\lways the thoughtful person, and equal- 
complete in the things he does, Josh had 
e ring with him when he proposed. We 
ere in my living room when he took my 
ft hand and gently slipped the ring on 


the third finger. 


mother thought we were too 


But Josh, as I said 


But my 
ung to get married. 
9) 


before, has a way with parents, and my 
mother soon succumbed to his overwhelm- 
ing charm. However, she insisted that I 
wait until my birthday, Dec. 23, 1934, be- 
fore we went through with the ceremony. 

My only brother, George Carr, was Josh’s 
best man at the wedding in Epworth Church 
in the Bronx, and my maid of honor was 
my lifelong friend, Alyce White (no rela- 
tion to Josh). 

I was sure then and through the years 
after that Josh is the only man in the world 
for me. My certainty in this respect has 
magnified itself a thousand times. He’s the 
love of my life. I’m pretty even-tempered, 
but pop off now and then in the manner of 
most wives, but this has only served to 
draw Josh and me closer. 

He’s still as considerate as when he first 
proposed. We're apart a great deal of the 
time, but you’d think he owned the tele- 
phone company from the looks of our 
monthly telephone bills. And we’ve been 
married 19 years and have five lovely chil- 
dren. They are Blondell, 17, whom we call 
“Bunny”; Beverly, 13, “Miss Thing”; Josh, 
Jr., “Donnie,” who starred briefly in the 
Broadway play. Touchstone, he’s 12. Then 
there are Fern, 8, our “Doll Baby,” and 
Judith, 5, whom we call “Love Bug.” 

Josh’s likes and dislikes in music vary, 
depending on whether the music is classic 
or popular. But Duke Ellington’s band is 
tops with him, I know. 

We attend as many baseball and football 
games as we can during the seasons. The 
Dodgers and the Cleveland Indians are our 
favorite teams with the New York Giants 
running a close second. Our schedule to- 
gether includes nightclubbing, picnicking. 
dances, reading, some socializing with our 
many friends, and church. We are both 
very religious, but not fanatical. I attend 
church regularly. Although Josh is a de- 
vout Christian, he does not have the time 
to attend every Sunday. 

As to whether our marriage has worked 
out the way I wanted it, I have no regrets. 
I love my husband and have, what I think 
is, the finest family on the face of God’s 
earth. We have close friends among some 
important persons like Mrs. Eleanor Roose- 
velt, whom I have visited at Hyde Park and 
elsewhere, the Powells, Adam and Hazel 
Scott, and other notables in all walks of 
life and of all races. 

It’s wonderful, this being Carol Adele 


White! THE END 


Not The 
Marrying 
Kind 





(Continued from Page 26) 


down and ordered a round of drinks, 
“Come on, chicken, drink up,” I said, as 
Callie sat there stiff and frightened-look- 
ing, barely touching her glass. 

Her friend, Ruby, laughed and nudged 
me. “Callie’s always quiet until she’s had 
a couple. Just give her time. Right, 
honey?” she asked her friend. 

Callie smiled faintly and took a drink. 
I could see that she didn’t like it and won- 
dered what the heck she was doing there. 
She just didn’t seem to fit. But I was too 
busy trying to make time with Ruby to pay 
much attention. 

Some band was playing at a dance in 
town and Ruby suggested we go there. 
“Good deal,” I said. “Maybe we can find 
a guy for chicken.” 

Only it didn’t turn out that way. Fel- 
lows she knew kept cutting in when I was 
dancing with Ruby, and I kept getting 
stuck with Callie. She could dance, 
though. and she was light in my arms— 
too light. A guy likes to know it when 
he’s dancing with a woman. 

Towards the end of the night, Ruby van- 
ished. I circled the dance floor, with Cal- 
lie right behind me, but it was no use. 
She’d gone. That was when I should have 
cut out. It was Ruby I wanted, not this 
scrawny little chicken. 

I looked ‘at her in disgust. 
have had a nice figure, but the dress she 
was wearing didn’t do a thing for her. And 
her big black eyes gave her small face the 
look of a scared kid. 

“T guess you're stuck with me,” she 
laughed, trying to roll her eyes the way 
Ruby did. “I guess you think that’s awful.” 

I did, but what could I say? I could 
tell she wasn’t used to dates, not pick-ups, 
anyhow. But I was salty about the way 
Ruby had run out on me and I decided to 
take it out on Callie. “A bird in the hand 
is worth two in the bush, chicken,” I said. 
“Let’s forget about Ruby. I’ve got you.” 

I thought I’d tease her, see how far she'd 
I kept feeding her drinks but she was 
She did the best she could, but 
soon began to get high. We danced into a 
dark corner and I kissed her. She hadn't 
had much experience, I discovered, but she 
caught on quick. 

I suggested buying a bottle and going up 
to her place. She caught her breath, then 
said with a weak smile, “Sure, Kenny. 
That would be—fun.” 

She lived in a dump on a side street, but 
her room was neat and clean. She got 
quiet when she took my hat and stood at 
the dresser. I felt myself feeling sorry 
for her, but what the hell! She must have 
known what she was getting into. 
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{ went over to her and put 
around her. I could feel her 
and her eyes were wider than ever. 
I wasn’t high enough to consider that fun. 

“Look, chicken,” I told her. “I think 
I'll move on down the line. It’s still early 
enough for me to pick up another date.” 

“Wait. Kenny,” she said in a high, tight 
“I'll get in the mood. Just give 
I promise I won't spoil your 
“Just 


my arms 
trembling 
I guess 


voice. me 
a little time. 
fun.” She clung to me. 
another drink, hunh?” 
So I did. But the bottle ['d bought was 
whiskey; she’d been drinking gin. A sur- 
prised look came over her face and she 
clapped a hand to her mouth and made a 
dash for the bathroom down the hall. 
Something told me to get out of there. 
fast. But I kept telling myself that the 
least | could do was to see that she was 
all right. I wondered what kind of life 
she was living. On the cracked walls were 
magazine photos of Mr. B. Ella. Duke and 
other celebrities and I could see the kid 
had tried to fix the place up even though 
she didn’t have much to work with. 
Her purse laying on the 
For some crazy reason, I took a look. 
was a box of aspirin, a key, a lipstick. part 
of the want ad section of a newspaper, and 
It wasn’t hard to 


give me 


dresser. 
There 


was 


a handful of change. 
figure the pitch. 

She was gone so long I thought she had 
passed out. But finally she returned. look- 
ing more frightened and upset than ever. 
“Why didn’t you tell me 
* T demanded. 
purse was open, 


| gave her hell. 
what the score was? 

She saw that her 
over and closed it quickly. “I—TI’ve got 
some money coming,” she lied. “It’s just 
that I'm kind of short this week.” 

“Look, chicken, don’t try to give 
business. Tye been around.” 

She stared at me for a moment. 
hack the tears. “Oh, what’s the use?” 
wailed. “I thought drinking would help. 
but ’'m not even good enough to be bad. I 
had to have some money—Ruby said she’d 
get me started with nice She 
shook her head hopelessly. 
wanted Ruby all along.” 


went 


me the 


fighting 
she 


guy— 
“T guess you 


“But 
I'd 


I told her. 
why didn’t you just tell me in front? 
have staked you to a meal or two.” 


“It’s too late now.” 


‘HE TURNED her brimming eyes on me. 
“Would she asked 
“Then you're different from every other 
man I’ve met. They'd rather spend ten 
dollars on a girl at a bar than buy her a 
hamburger.” 


you?” tonelessly. 


I knew that she was right. But I said: 
“Come on, chicken. We're going to put 
on the feed bag.” 

Later, after we'd eaten and I took her 
back to her room, she said, “Thanks, Ken- 
ty. I guess I did need that food.” 

“Think nothing of it, chicken.” I said. 
“At least you can say you met one guy 
who'd buy you a meal.” I glanced at my 


watch. One-thirty. Still enough time for 
me to go back to the bar and pick up 


where I'd left off. 


Suddenly, she stood on tiptoe and put 
her arms around my neck. She kissed me 
full on the lips, tenderly, like she really 
meant it. “So long. chicken,” I said. 

I hurried down the steps and headed for 
the bar. I was looking for a woman with 
some meat on her bones. 

Two days later I was broke—and ready 
to head for I checked my bag at 
the bus depot and it was then that I no- 
ticed two five dollar bills I must have over- 


home. 


looked. For some reason, I thought of 
Callie. I remembered how she had packed 


away the meal I'd bought her. Five bucks 
would buy her plenty of groceries. maybe 
help pay the rent for a week. 

It was just an acccident that I hadn’t 
blown the ten dollars with the rest of my 
roll, so it made me no difference whether 
some barfly got it or a hungry, half-scared 
kid who kept popping up in my thoughts. 

But when I got to the run-down street 
where Callie lived. the whole block was 
buzzing with excitement. I pushed my way 


through the crowd and saw Callie sitting 


on a battered suitcase. her face in her 
hands. Standing over her was a big, hard- 


faced woman who was shouting at the top 
of her voice. 

“Thought 
raved. 


sneak out on me, did 
you?” “Well. Miss Slick Chick, 
you're not moving a peg until you pay that 
back rent!” 
“But I haven’t got it!” Callie sobbed. 
The woman folded her arms and spread 


you'd 
she 


her legs. “Then we'll just wait for the 
cops. They’ve got a special place for dead- 


sister!” 


beats like you. 
I brushed past the woman and put my 
hand on Callie’s thin shoulder. “What’s 
chicken?’ 
She jumped up when she saw me. “Ken- 
ny!” For a second. it seemed she was glad 
Then she pressed her lips tight- 


wrong. 


to see me. 
ly together and drew herself up to her full 


height. “There’s nothing wrong.” she said 
tensely. “Just—just a little misunder- 
standing.” 

The landlady grabbed my arm and 


“Tl tell you what’s 
wrong. said. “Your little 
friend tried to pull a fast one. Tried to 
sneak out on me.” 

Just 
whined from a distance. 
” T asked. 


chance of getting her money. 


whirled me around. 


mister!” she 


then, the sound of a police siren 
“How much does 
she owe you? 

Seeing a 
the woman suddenly turned very chummy. 
“Not much, 


to assure me. 


not much at all,” she hastened 


“Let’s see—eight dollars for 


one week in arrears. a dollar for linen—” 


The siren sounded again, nearer this 
time. “Look, will ten bucks cover it?” I 
asked, motioning Callie to pick up her bag. 


I took out the two fives and the woman’s 


eyes lit up greedily. I smoothed out one 


of the fives between my fingers and laid it 


in her open palm. Then, I did the same 
with the second bill, only this time, it was 
still in my fingers when I took my hand 


away. 
The landlady didn’t catch on until Callie 
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and I had pushed our way through the 
crowd, then I heard an angry yell. “Come 

chicken,” I called, dragging Callie 
along by the hand, “we’re leaving here- 
fast!” 

We ducked down an alley and in a few 
minutes were walking along a street sev- 
eral blocks away from the scene. By the 
time we got to the depot, Callie was fagged 

it. She couldn’t have gone another step 

her life had depended on it. 

We sat on a bench. “Well, chicken,” I 
laughed, holding up the $5 bill I still had, 
‘you're as rich as your landlady now.” 

She gasped. “Is that why we were run- 
ning away?” 

[ put the money into her hand. “You 
don’t think I’d give that old bat my last 
cent in the world, do you?” 

She looked like she was going to cry 
again. “But you're giving it to me,” she 
aid tearfully. 

‘That’s different. Besides, you’ll need it 
to get another place to stay.” 

Callie stared at the bill. 

eek. And then—” 

| shifted uncomfortably. There she was 

tting ready to complicate things again. 
home and her future 
lidn’t concern me. I’d already stuck my 
neck out for her and any guy who makes a 
habit of that is heading for trouble. 

Yet. the thought of her going through 

same messy business when she couldn’t 
vay next week’s rent—‘Look, chicken,” I 
iid. not giving myself time to think about 

“we keep bumping into each other, and 

well, maybe we ought to do this thing 
right.” 

She looked at me questioningly, but 
didn’t say anything. “What I mean is, it 
would be a good thing for you to get out 

town anyway—and I’ve got a place not 
Well, you're welcome to 


“Until next 


1 was on my way 


far from here. 
stay there for a while.” 

She still didn’t say anything, so I went 

“You could stand some good food and 
resh air. from the look of you, and—” 

Suddenly, the tears started again, sort 
of desperate and hopeless, and I knew then 
what she was thinking. I got mad at her 
for thinking it and mad at myself for go- 
ing soft and letting my mouth get me into 
a lot of unnecessary trouble. 

“Look, chicken,”, I snapped, “I called 
myself doing you a favor. If you think 
there’s anything personal in it. you’re 100 
per cent wrong! If nothing happened that 
night in your room when I was high, you’ve 
got nothing to worry about, now that ’m 
ober!” 

\ cop strolled into the waiting room, 
and the sight of him made both of us jit- 
tery. “Make up your mind,” I whispered 
urgently. “That five bucks will pay for 
your ticket.” 

She hesitated for a moment, then handed 
me the money. I bought a ticket and 
handed it and my return stub to the driver 
and shoved her aboard the bus. I could 

el her tighten up, waiting for the worst 

happen. as we took our seats. She man- 
aged to stick it out until the bus threaded 
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its way through the city traffic to the high- 
way, then she relaxed. 

Her head dropped on my shoulder and 
she was asleep that quick. And there I 
was, heading for home with a dame I'd 
kissed only a couple of times—and curs- 
ing myself every mile of the way. 

It was daybreak when the bus dropped 
us about half a mile from the shore. I had 
to carry both bags, and it was a rugged 
walk for Callie in her high heels. By the 
time we got to the shack, she was knocked 
out. She headed straight for the bed I'd 
built like a ship’s bunk against the wall 
and went right back to sleep. 

I was pretty beat myself. I went down 
to the small wooden pier and got my dory 
and rowed out to where the Ora B was 
anchored. I went below and flopped on a 
bunk. I promised myself not to get up for 
at least a week. 

It was evening when I woke up. When 
I got to the shack, Callie was sitting bolt 
upright in a chair, looking as if she wanted 
to run away somewhere and hide. 

“Relax, chicken,” I told her. “Nobody’s 
going to hurt you here.” 

“Look, Kenny,” she said. “don’t think I 
don’t appreciate everything—but—maybe 
I ought to go back. You really don’t want 
me here. and if I hadn't been all mixed 
up last night. I wouldn’t have come.” 

“Okay, so I don’t want you here,” I told 
her irritably. “But. you’re here. If itll 
make you feel any better, I'll get a lock 
for the front and back doors, first thing 
tomorrow!” 

I threw together something to eat and 
bullied her into cleaning off her plate. 
Then I got a blanket out of my chest and 
headed for the door. Callie came over to 
me. “When I said I wanted to go this eve- 
ning. it was only because I knew I’d taken 
your bed,” she said shyly. “Have you got 
a place-to sleep?” 

“Don’t you worry about yours truly, 
chicken,” I told her. “lm all set. But I'm 
going to get those locks just the same!” 

Whoever said that two can live as cheap- 
ly as one was a liar and the truth wasn’t 
in him. I found myself working twice as 
hard, with another mouth to feed. Of 
course, after the first few days, Callie be- 
gan fixing regular meals, and I have to 
admit it was a great improvement over 
eating out of tin cans. There were other 
expenses too, more cigarettes, books and 
magazines for Callie to read, and the doo- 
dads women always seem to need. 

The tourist season was over, so I went 
out with the other fishing boats and sold 
my cargo to the canneries. Callie seemed 
to blossom, living this new life. Her own 
clothes were practically rags, so she went 
around in dungarees and shirt all of the 
time. But even in that costume, I could see 
that her figure had filled out considerably. 

Soon she began asking me for money. 
“What for?” I asked warily. “I buy all 
the groceries you tell me to and you never 
go into town.” 

“Please, Kenny,” she said, turning on 
that persuasive smile I’d been seeing more 


often lately, “I want to get some things fer 
the house.” 

“House? You mean this shack?” 

“A little fixing up can do wonders,” she 
said eagerly. “You'd be surprised.” 

“Tl bet I would. But let’s get one thing 
straight, chicken—we’re not playing house, 
you know. This set-up isn’t permanent.” 


‘HE RECOILED as if I'd slapped her in 
the face. All the life and spirit seemed 
to go out of her. Later, I was sorry, be- 
cause that was the night she made shrimp 
gumbo for dinner. So when I left for the 
boat, I tossed some bills on the table. “I 
didn’t mean what I said,” I murmured. 
“Buy whatever you want. And get some- 
thing for yourself—a dress, maybe.” 

I went out the next morning, but the 
fish weren’t running and it was two more 
days before I had enough in the hold to 
make the trip worthwhile. It was late eve- 
ning when I got back home. But Callie 
met me at the door, took one whiff and 
sent me away. “You can’t come in here 
until you’ve had a bath, young man!” she 
said defiantly. 

“What’s eating you, chicken?” I de- 
manded. “Where am I going to bathe this 
time of night?” 

She laughed. “Silly! You’ve got a whole 
ocean out there!” 

Ordinarily, I would have pushed right 
in, but her unexpected tone of authority 
caught me off balance. As I headed back 
to the boat, I had to agree that I didn't 
smell exactly like a lily. I shaved and 
bathed aboard the Ora B and this time, 
when I got there, Callie threw her arms 
around me. 

“What kept you so long?” she asked ex- 
citedly. “I’ve got a surprise for you. Come 
on in.” 

It was a surprise, all right. Curtains at 
the windows, rag rugs on the floor, slip 
covers, lamps—the place looked like the 
houseware counter at the five-and-dime 
store. Considering what she had to start 
with, she’d done wonders with the place. 

She was as excited as a little girl with 
a new doll, so I played along with her, 
even though there was too much of a “mar- 
ried” look about things to suit me. In fact, 
I was a little scared. She’d fixed a big 
meal and all through it and long after- 
wards she related the details of her shop- 
ping trip. Suddenly, she stopped in the 
middle of a sentence. “Do you like it, 
Kenny?” she asked anxiously. 

“Well—sure. chicken. It’s swell.” No 
use spoiling things so soon. “But did you 
get anything for yourself?” 

She nodded happily. “You'll see it to- 
morrow.” 

Just like a kid, I thought. Surprises on 
top of surprises. I helped her with the 
dishes and in the bright glow of the kero- 
sene pressure lamp in the kitchen, I no 
ticed for the first time the beauty of her 
still thin, but healthy and unmarked face. 
I recalled that she smiled a lot lately and 
there was a new sparkle to her eyes. 

It suddenly got too warm for me in the 
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tiny kitchen, so I got my things together. 
I said goodnight, then asked: “That sur- 
prise of yours—is it a new dress?” 

She shook her head. “Don’t be so nosy. 
You'll find out soon enough.” 

I felt a little pang of disappointment as 
I walked slowly down to the pier. It had 
been over a month since I’d seen her in a 
dress. I’d forgotten what she looked like, 
and for some screwy reason, I wanted to 
know. 

After breakfast the next morning, Callie 
announced that she wanted to go aboard 
the boat. “That is, if you don’t mind my 
meeting my rival,” she said lightly. 

“Rival?” I didn’t get it. 

“Yes. The Ora B is a ‘she,’ 
Then she added quickly: “Of course, I’m 
just looking, Kenny. I didn’t mean any- 
thing by it.” 

So she went with me when I rowed out 
to where the boat was anchored. Suddenly, 
I was very proud of the Ora B and I wanted 
very much that Callie like her too. 

“What do you think?” I asked, as we 
drew alongside the shimmering white hull. 

“Oh, Kenny, she’s beautiful!” she cried, 
and you would have thought she was talk- 
ing about the Queen Mary. “And she’s all 


isn’t she?” 


yours?” 

“Almost,” I grinned. “Here, let me give 
you a hand up.” 

It was a beautiful day, the sun was hot 
and a nice breeze rippled the water. On 
the spur of the moment I decided I 
wouldn’t work that day. I thought of the 
rich men I'd taken out time after time and 
now I had a woman aboard, just like one 
of them. So I called out to Callie, “Hold 
your hat. chicken, we’re going for a cruise, 
just like the rich folks!” 

I went aft and started up the motor and 
headed out to sea. Callie was knocking 
herself out poking around from stem to 
stern, asking questions and marveling at 
my knowledge. After a I cut the 
motor and heaved over the sea anchor. Only 
the cry of the gulls broke the silence and 
there was the steady slip-slap of waves 
against the hull. 

I went forward and 
stretched out on the deck. 
across her eyes, protecting them from the 
sun. But it was the rest of her that made 
my heart do a rhumba beat. She was wear- 
ing a bathing suit, one so small that I saw 
it could easily fit into the shoulder bag she 
carried. It was a black, two-piece affair 
that seemed painted on her smooth, brown 
curves. 

She sat up. “Maybe it was a waste of 
money,” she said shyly, “but I’ve always 
wanted one. Like it?” 

I could only gulp and nod my head. It 
was almost impossible to believe that this 
was the same bony little creature I’d_ prac- 
tically dragged home a few short weeks 
ago. There was meat on her bones, I saw, 
and she was almost my type of woman. But 
only “almost.” I warned myself. 

But then she got to her feet and kissed 
me lightly on the cheek. “That’s for being 
80 nice to me, Kenny. I’m so happy.” Her 


while, 


there Callie 
One arm was 


was 


voice choked up. “It’s the first time any- 
body- se 

The only reason I touched her was to 
try and soothe her. But it was something 
altogether different fingers 
touched the warm softness of her. By the 
look in her eyes the same thing had hap- 
pened to her. and suddenly I was pressing 


when my 


her tight against me and our lips were busy 
with kisses that were at first full of sweet 
tenderness. then burning passion. There 
was only the sea and the sun and love was 
brighter than both. 

The days flew past. Callie gave life a 
new meaning for me. I’d been around, but 
never had I known a woman so tender and 
affectionate. I liked it. The guys on the 
other boats noticed the change in me, | 
guess, because they began ribbing me about 
the little girl from the city who had finally 
managed to land me. I didn’t mind at first. 
but after a while their cracks began to 
take effect. 

It’s silly, I know, but a man hates to feel 
that any woman has the upper hand on 
him. That’s the way it was with me. The 
more the fellows kidded me, the more deter- 
mined I was to prove that I wasn’t the 
marrying kind. 

I began to find little things to pick at 
and find fault at home. Callie puz- 
zled and I couldn’t help notice the hurt 
in her But I couldn’t stop myself. 


was 


eves. 
I was out to prove a point. 

One thing the fellows harped on was the 
fact that I no longer went on my three-day 
binges. So I decided that was exactly what 
I needed. I'd only been out an hour or so 
when I headed back to shore. Callie wasn’t 
home when I got back, but. in a way, I was 
glad. It saved me the trouble of explaining. 

I got then the 
board in the kitchen to some money. 
The tin can was there, I didn’t have 
the bills remained to 

most of the 


dressed, went to loose 
get 
but 
that 


money 


to count few 
know that 
I went wild. Not only had Callie gone off 
without telling, but she’d taken me for my 
bankroll. 

It actually didn’t occur to me that she 
was gone for good until after I'd waited 
four hours and the level in the 
liquor bottle I kept for emergencies. Yes. 
I decided, she had my dough. Why should 
she ever come back? The thought hurt. 
and to ease the hurt I drank. 

Callie came back late in the afternoon. 
I pulled her inside and bolted the door. 
“Okay, chicken- Or do I have 
to wring your pretty neck?” 

“Kenny! What’s wrong? I thought- 
you've been drinking.” she said accusingly. 

“Baby, I’ve been drinking—and_think- 
ing! Where’s the dough?” 

Her startled glance flew to the board in 
the kitchen floor. “Kenny, I—” 

“Have you got it?” I cut in harshly. 

She shook her head. 
I grabbed her roughly by the 


was gone. 


lowered 


where is it? 


Tears brimmed in 
her eyes. 
shoulders and shoved my face down into 
“T’m not sore about the dough.” I 
go, that’s me. 
for my kicks. 


hers. 
grated. “Easy come, easy 


And I don’t mind paying 
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Whatever you took was worth it, but the 
party's over now. Just do me one favor— 
cet the hell out of here and go back to the 
streets where I picked you up!” 

{ guess I’d been on the wagon too long, 
because I don’t remember much of what 
happened after that. But I do know that 

hen I came to, Callie was gone. So was 
her banged-up suitcase. I took the fifteen 
bucks still in the can and headed for town. 
This called for a celebration. 


TW O DAYS LATER I was back home, 
but still lushing. Liquor can’t make you 
forget, but it helps. A week went by, two 
weeks. Then this dignified old gent comes 
round to the shack. 
“I’m looking for Mrs. Walters,” he said 
» me. “Is she in?” 
“I’m Mr. Walters,” I said with a bitter 
iugh, “but there is no Mrs. Walters. Don’t 
tell me my little chicken tricked you too. 
Let’s compare notes, since we’re in the 
ame boat.” 
He looked at me like I was crazy. “I 


lon’t understand. There must be some 


mistake.” He took out a little black book. 
“No, she positively said Mrs. Walters.” 

“You a salesman, bud?” 

He looked down his nose at me. “I’m 
Dr. Webb. A woman calling herself Mrs. 
Walters came to my office about three 
weeks ago.” 

My stomach weni hollow. 
sick?” 

“No, not sick. Just expecting a baby. 
She paid me part of my fee. When she 
didn’t come back for the next examination, 
I thought I’d drop out and see what was 
wrong.” 

Well, that’s it. It’s been three months 
since that doc knocked me for a loop with 
the real story of what had happened to the 
money—and to Callie. 

The Ora B is in dry dock and I’ve got a 
job driving a truck in Jacksonville. But 
one guy can only do so much looking. If 
you should come across a slim girl with a 
shy kind of beauty and eyes too big for 
her thin, wistful face, drop me a line, care 
of TAN. She needs me almost as much as 
I need her. 


“She was 


THE END 





Varicose Ulcers 
(Continued from Page 45) 


f streetcar motormen. It is unusual to find 
man in this occupation for a long while 
who does not have varicose veins. The haz- 
d is not nearly so great in the new type 
streetcars where comfortable seats for 
motormen are provided. 
Large leg veins are much more apt to oc- 
ir in fat people than in slender people. 
This is a statistical fact. the reason for 
hich is not entirely clear. It is possible 
it an excess amount of fat is deposited in 
veins of obese people, thereby decreas- 
x their ability to support the weight of 
od. Again, it can be that the large layers 
fat surrounding the veins give less sup- 
rt than other and firmer tissues do. 
Under similar circumstances, older peo- 


have a greater tendency to develop vari- 
se veins than younger people do. This 
es not mean that all old people have the 
ease and young ones never do. But, as 
advances, the tissues of the veins lose 
ir elasticity and thereby permanently 
eld to the hydrostatic pressure of blood. 
It is easy to see how tight constrictions 
sund the legs, such as produced by gar- 
and socks supporters, will tend to de- 
lop varicose veins. The constrictions will 
tly block the free flow of blood, thus 
ase the venous blood pressure below 
em, and cause a permanent dilatation of 
veins. 
Injuries of the legs, produced by falls or 
ws, frequently result in enlarged veins. 
injuries cause clots to form in the 
which obstruct the proper flow of 
id. A particularly hazardous occupa- 
in this respect is the operation of an 
r-hammer. The tool is held in the hands 
The 


ere continued vibrations will injure the 


these 


nd is often supported by the legs. 


veins causing blood clots to form in them, 
with subsequent enlargement. 

Varicose veins are not always found in 
the legs. They may form in any number of 
places under conditions where there is a 
need for new channels to get the blood back 
to the heart. For instance, in hardening 
of the liver. called cirrhosis of the liver, 
the blood from the bowel cannot go to the 
heart by its usual channel through the liver. 

Either nature or the surgeon makes cer- 
tain changes so that new large veins are 
formed in the skin of the abdomen or in 
the esophagus (the gullet). If this new 
arrangement is adequate. life goes on un- 
impaired. The chief drawback is that the 
unnaturally large veins. like those in the 
legs. are subject to injury and frequent 
bleeding. 

Varicose veins are not only ugly but they 
may cause many uncomfortable complica- 
tions. The basic reason for these complica- 
tions is inadequate nourishment of the tis- 
sues of the legs. In order to get fresh new 
nourishing blood into the legs it is neces- 
sary to remove the old blood as fast as the 
new blood comes in. 

If the movement of venous blood is slug- 
gish. as it is in varicose veins. the movement 
of fresh, arterial blood is correspondingly 
slow. Early manifestations of this impaired 
circulation are tired feeling in the legs. 
pain, and swelling of the ankles. These 
symptoms are most severe at the end of the 
day and they usually disappear by morn- 
ing on arising. 

Unless well treated, the condition gets 
worse and further complications appear. A 
severe, itchy dermatitis on the skin of the 
legs develops. Most annoying of all is the 
varicose ulcer, a condition which is ex- 
tremely difficult to heal. Large, running, 
painful sores, often with a very foul odor. 
are the penalty that many people with vari- 


cose ulcers must pay for neglect of their 
condition. 

Usually, these ulcers begin with a clot in 
one of the large veins, made evident by a 
red painful knot. The skin above it becomes 
dead and then drops off to form an ulcer, 
Because the tissues are poorly nourished 
with blood they cannot heal properly. They 
form a good breeding place for infectious 
germs which in turn kill more tissue and 
make the ulcer become larger and more 
difficult to heal. 

Varicose veins should be recognized in 
their very earliest stage, because it is then 
that they can be more easily treated and 
further complications prevented. It is not 
always easy to see slightly enlarged veins, 
but the occurrence of pain and swelling of 
the ankles at the end of the day should 
arouse suspicion, enough at least to con- 
sult a physician who can verify their pres. 
ence. 

The best treatment at this stage is to 
wear an elastic stocking or bandage which 
reaches from the feet up to and even above 
the knee. These should be put on in the 
morning before getting out of bed. worn 
all day. and removed on retiring. They will 
keep the large superficial varicose veins 
collapsed and prevent their distension with 
sluggish blood. 

The patient must keep off her fect as 
much as possible. Even when sitting it is 
good to place the feet on a stool. The im- 
portance of the position of the feet is dem- 
onstrated by the fact that a night’s sleep 
in the recumbent position relieves pain and 
swelling because the weight of a heavy col 
umn of blood in the veins is relieved. 

Elastic stockings or bandages and rest 
off the feet are obligatory to cure varicose 
eczema and ulcers. These alone may not 
do it but medicines without them are of lit- 
tle avail. 

Two other procedures are often used to 
relieve varicose veins. One is their removal 
by surgery. the other is to close them by 
injecting irritating solutions. Sometimes 
these methods will give satisfactory and 
permanent cures. But in many instances 
the varicose veins will return. 

Because the important period in the 
treatment of varicose veins is at the early 
stage, it is important for every woman to 
make a frequent and thorough examina- 
tion of her own legs. Be on the alert for 
any visible vein no matter how small. Be 
very suspicious of pains in the leg and 
swelling of the ankles toward nightfall. If 
enlarged veins can be proved either by your 
own observation or by the opinion of a phy- 
sician, be sure to change occupation if the 
present one requires standing. 

Sit down as often as possible. There are 
many jobs and many types of housework 
that can be done satisfactorily while sitting 
and even with the feet elevated. Get a well- 
fitting elastic stocking or bandage. ‘The 
modern ones, made of nylon, are so light 
and thin as to be inconspicuous. If there 
is eczema or ulcer on the legs consult a 
doctor at once. 
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I Married 
The World’s 
Most 
Beautiful 





Woman 
(Continued from Page 25) 


Helen told me that she was used to do- 
ing all those things, but that she had 
never enjoyed them the way she did with 
me. That made me happy and I tried to 
show my appreciation by being tender and 
kind to her. It was no tough task, for I 
loved her sincerely. 

Helen soon understood my feelings for 
her and became increasingly confident in 
me. By the time we had been dating for 
almost a month, was ready to accept 
my proposal of marriage. 

I proposed to Helen in a simple way. 
We sat in my car high atop the Holly- 
wood hills, watching the sun set. She was 
a trifle tired from work on a movie and 
rested her head on my shoulder. I had my 
arms around her. When I asked her to 
marry me, she accepted without hesitation. 
I was ready to face whatever trouble our 


she 


marriage was almost certain to meet from 
the public once it was openly announced. 
Driving out of the Hollywood hills, 
decided to wed that night. I drove 
Tia Juana and we were married there in 


on to 


a brief ceremony. 


HE NIGHT 

quietly in the 
Coast,” La Jolla. 
was a swanky hotel suite 
Pacific Ocean. We were happy in 
other’s arms for the stretch of that joyful 
night. But then, our peaceful happiness 
was upset by the kind of trouble I'd ex- 
pected. 

I drove 


of our wedding, we spent 
“Jewel City of the West 
Our honeymoon hideout 
overlooking the 
each 


back to 


stopping in 


Hollywood the next 
morning, front of Helen’s 
apartment to let her out. I kissed her, told 
her I would pick her up at six for dinner 
at our favorite eating spot and then wheeled 
off to my office. 

A few short moments after I had left 
her, she got the jolt of her life. She had 
unlocked her front picked up the 
morning paper and was scanning the front 
page when something there surprised her. 
It was her picture, staring up at her from 
under a sensational headline: “Film Col- 
ony Shocked As Helen Lee Worthing Mar- 
ties Colored Physician!” She collapsed. 

I found out about the newspaper story 
upon arrival at my office. It was what I’d 
feared all along. I knew there would be 
nothing but headaches ahead for us, so I 
decided to propose annulment to Helen. 

That evening when I was with her, I 
asked her straight: “Do you want to go 
through with it, Helen?” She sobbed but 
said “yes” firmly and we decided to go on 
together. 


door, 


Within a few days, I leased a huge, fash- 
ionable house near Hollywood. Helen 
brought her maid, Sally, along and I hired 
a cook and a chauffeur. For quite some 
time, Helen and I spent most of our time 
at home together. She got no calls from the 
movie studios but somehow kept hope that 


one day she would, I did everything I 


could to give her more confidence in her 
future. Away from people. we found 


peace and the newspapers left us alone. 
Our marriage was seemingly no longer hot 
copy. We began to feel that people had 
recovered from the shock of our marriage. 
So one day. we decided to start going to 
public places again. 

For our first fling outside 
planned to make the 


our house in 
several months, we 
opening-night performance of a Broadway 
play at the Biltmore Theater in Los An- 
Helen was radiantly enthusiastic 
about the idea. She spent a whole after- 
noon shopping for clothes to wear to the 
I sent her to the most exclusive 
shops on fashionable Wilshire Boulevard. 

On the night of the opening, she proudly 
had 


geles. 


occasion. 


dressed up in the new things she 
bought, completing her attire with a mink 
I’'d given her. She 
In my subdued black 


and white evening dress, I made a perfect 


coat and corsage was 


never more beautiful. 


ethereal loveliness. 
theater in our chauf- 
I spotted a typical first 


background for her 

Arriving at the 
feured limousine, 
shoving and pushing to see 
We stepped out of our car 


night crowd, 
the celebrities. 
right into a battery of newspaper photog- 
raphers flashed bulbs 
The crowd recognized Helen and 
to make comment: “Isn’t she 
That’s Helen Lee Worthing—the 
beauty!” Mixed with the f 
some less favorable 


everywhere. 
started 
pretty! 
Ziegfeld 


favorable 


who 


obse r- 
however, were 


“That’s the colored doctor 


vations, 
remarks, 
married,” I heard someone say. A 
cracked a harsh joke about us and the 
crowd roared. 

The night turned out to be one of ter- 
rible horror for Helen. She tried to make 
conversation with some of her old movie 
friends but they snubbed her completely. 
People stared and whispered at every move 
she made beside me. I caught the titters 
of women, the disdainful stares of men at 
our backs. It was all I could do to sit 
through the ordeal. Helen surely felt the 
same way. Yet we both stuck it out until 
the final curtain. 

From that night on, the 
to tell on Helen. She soon went to pieces. 
Under the terrific strain, I again put things 
up to her. “Angel,” I said her, “you 
can still call it quits. You can still get an 
annulment. They will accept you again— 
without me.” 

But Helen refused to leave me. We tried 
to bear up in face of the sneers and ridi- 
Regularly, we went to night clubs 
and theaters. We had hoped and prayed 
that some day the storm would blow over. 
It never did. 

To make things worse, we both began 
Helen got the worst 


she 
man 


pressure began 


cule. 


receiving nasty letters. 
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ones. In the letters, she was.called a “dis- 
erace to the white race,” “a sex-crazed de- 
venerate” and many other more vulgar 
names. She had to stop opening the mail. 

I wanted so much to get Helen out of 
her misery that I decided on travel for us 
as a panacea. We traveled under assumed 
names to avoid publicity, went off to places 
around the U.S. where we were not known. 
Things hit off fine everywhere we went un- 
til someone would recognize Helen. Then, 
we would have to desert the place in a 
hurry to escape certain humiliation. 

We traveled until both of us were tired 
of running away from trouble and I had 
begun to worry about my practice. Helen 
consented to return to California, probably 
because she had by then toughened to the 
public which had been so cruel to her. 

Back in Los Angeles, we took up where 
we left off. I kept busy at my work. Helen 
stayed at home mostly. She tried to make 
friends with neighbors but to no avail. We 
lad to move often because every time neigh- 
bors discovered who we were, they became 
iostile. 

Helen soon could take no more. Her 
health broke down completely and I had 
to send her to a sanitarium in Wisconsin. 
She was there for months. When she re- 
turned, she was improved considerably, but 
that didn’t last long. She got sick all over 
igain and I had to send her to another 
hospital, this time in New York City. She 
stayed there only a little while. When she 
returned to Los Angeles, I found her 
1umbed with barbiturates and liquor. 

[ sensed then that Helen and I were 
drifting apart. She became hopelessly de- 
pressed, her physical condition frightfully 
veaker. She began to quarrel with me, with 

without reason. She even attempted to 
kill me with a gun but lost her nerve be- 
fore she could pull the trigger. 

We separated several times, only to go 

ack to each other all over. I tried every 
way possible to make a go of it with Helen, 
ncluding a change in scenery just about 
very time we made up with each other 
ifter a spat. Once I thought we had made 
t. That was the time I bought a big. 
prawling house at Las Tunas Beach on 
the Pacific Ocean. The place was luxuri- 
isly furnished with a huge fireplace and 
icture windows that opened up on the 
cean. 

logether, Helen and I found the place 

in ideal and comforting retreat. But not 
for long. She got restless again after a 
ttle while. We quarreled bitterly. When 
ieither of us could live with the other any 
nore. we separated for the last time. I 
zave her the beach house. 

In the spring of 1931, Helen filed a suit 
for divorce from me. She was legally 
eranted her freedom on May 26. 1932, by 
Judge Dudley S. Valentine in Los Angeles. 
[ was ordered to pay her $300 a month for 

ur years. That wrote finish to what has 
been popularly referred to in the press as 

Hollywood’s Most Tragic Marriage.” 

It was some months before I heard from 

Helen again. Then, one day, I read in the 


Oo 
io 


papers that she had been jailed for trying 
to take her life. And every once in a while, 
from that time on, I would run across a 
newspaper item about Helen. Seems that 
she floated in and out of jail on a series of 
bad charges, among them the use of nar- 
cotics. One newspaper story reported that 
she was spotted bumming around the 
streets in the Skid Row section of Los 
Angeles. 

Then one August night in 1948, it all 
ended for her. She was found dead in a 
trash-littered room of a run-down shack. 
The coroner said her death was from an 
overdose of sleeping tablets. On the cover 
of a pulp magazine, she had scribbled: “I 
can’t stand another straw—it would be too 
much.” 

Helen, unfortunately, was not prepared 
for the fate that was hers after she met me, 
having lived outside the arena of race ha- 
tred until we were married. When our 
marriage wrecked her movie career and 
made her an outcast in her race, she 
cracked up. I survived the tragedy but only 
because I was a little better conditioned 
to take it. 


WAS BORN Eugene Curry Nelson in 

Charleston, South Carolina, in a family 
of people with so little Negro blood in 
their veins that they could easily have 
passed for white where they were not 
known. My paternal grandfather was a 
colonel in the Confederate Army. Yet at 
home, I was classed a Negro and sub- 
jected to all the inhuman prejudices that 
colored people must face down South. 

I’ve seen Jim Crow up close. As a very 
young man, I watched helplessly as an 


angry white mob threatened to lynch an 
uncle of mine in Paris, Texas. He was be. 
ing menaced because he dared take a job 
as U.S. Marshal in the town, a post to 
which he was duly appointed by President 
Theodore Roosevelt. 

My uncle (his name was R. L. Smith), 
who had once served in the Texas legisla. 
ture, stood his ground against the mob. 
And when the mobsters saw that he was 
not afraid, they gave up the threat and my 
uncle stayed on the job without incident, 

My uncle’s method of combatting Jim 
Crow impressed me greatly. He proved to 
me that racial discrimination can be de- 
feated with a strong enough fight. I’ve 
followed his method ever since. I fought 
Jim Crow fiercely when I first moved to 
Los Angeles to practice medicine. I had 
to because the town was then replete with 
bigots. I was putting up a strong fight 
against Jim Crow when I married Helen 
and I'll always fight it. 

Today, I’m living away from the scene 
of my toughest struggle with racial dis. 
crimination. I’ve been away from Los An- 
geles for some years now, at least long 
enough to get the place out of my system. 
I’m currently practicing in San Diego and 
finding great satisfaction in fulfilling my 
life’s mission of healing the sick. After 
every work day, I retire to my ranch home 
on a 10-acre farm in Cardiff, California, 
about 25 miles north of San Diego. 

I live the life of a country squire. On 
the farm. I breed horses for racing. Horses 
are my big hobby, always have been. I’m 
married again and find enough happiness 
in the wedlock to soothe my memories of 
an ill-fated past. 





Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 15 
fo] 


the equally offensive Miss Touch-Me-Not 
and Temperamental Susie. One minute, 
they are all sweetness and light and the next 
minute they are “getting somebody told.” 
Neither type will ever be voted queen of 
the junior prom. Both are hazards to a 
delightful evening. 

When girls or boys go out on a date, they 
have a right to expect a good time. It is up 
to both parties to do their darndest to 
make the evening a whooping success. Be 
enthusiastic. Don’t make like Garbo by 
pretending indifference. Have a few sug- 
gestions of your own about where to go and 
what to do. Don’t let all of your ideas be 
big ones. There is as much fun (sometimes 
more) in a wiener roast as there would be 
in a big deal at the opera. 

Everyone admires an all-round good egg. 
It is wonderful to know that your date 
won’t walk out on you because Dad refused 
to let you have the car. The girl who will 
be most in demand can be just as agree- 
able in a streetcar as she is in a convertible. 
She will also be reasonable about a reason- 
able excuse for being late. 

She won’t slam the receiver in your face 
if you call her Gladys instead of Louise. If 


she is unavoidably thrown with another 
couple—a girl or boy she does not par- 
ticularly like—she will make the best of 
the situation and not freeze up like an ice- 
berg in the Bering Sea. 

If you would raise your P. Q., increase 
your date rating, just be the kind of person 
people like to have around. Be friendly, 
cheerful, adjustable, alive and agreeable. 





Stars And Numbers 


(Continued from Page 12) 


Virgo—3, 5, 11, 12, 16, 19, 21, 22, 24, 25, 
30, 31 

Libra—1, 2, 5, 6, 14, 18, 23, 24, 26, 27, 
28. 29 

Scorpio—l1. 3. 5. 8, 16, 17. 19, 21. 24, 27, 
29, 31 

Sagittarius—l. 3, 5, 15. 19. 24, 28, 29. 
30. 31 


~] 
No 


Capricorn—3. 5. 7, 11. 15, 19, 21. 22. 24. 
26, 29, 31 

Aquarius—1, 5, 7. 9, 10, 14, 15, 19, 23. 
24, 28 

Pisces—3, 5, 8, 10, 12, 16, 17, 19, 24, 26. 

Those who do not know the sign under 
which they were born, may obtain this in- 
formation by sending a_ self-addressed. 
stamped envelope. together with the birth 
date, to Helen Sides, c/o TAN. 1820 S. 
Michigan Ave., Chicago 16. 
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Sex 
Maniac 
In The 


Family 
(Continued from Page 34) 


tried to dress and carefully applied my 
makeup, my hands trembled. I prayed in- 
wardly that for Bob’s sake I would make 
a good impression on Keith. 

He turned out to be a tall, slender man 
with a lean, pointed face and reflective 
eyes. “You're very lovely, Jennie,” he told 
me as I raised my lips for his kiss. He 
turned to Bob with a poignant smile. “So 
much like your mother, Bob.” 


Bob grinned. “That does it honey. 
You’re in solid now!” 
Mrs. Linton, Keith’s housekeeper, had 


prepared an excellent dinner and after- 
wards, as we sipped coffee, Keith enter- 
tained us with his charming conversation 
that had Bob sitting on the edge of his 
chair, enraptured. Throughout the 
ning, Keith paid court to me with the little 
attentions that are so flattering to a woman. 
I felt myself fascinated and at the same 
time a little repulsed by his charm and 


eve- 


attentiveness. 

Later; as we prepared for bed, Bob 
caught me in his arms and murmured: “It 
was wonderful seeing you and Keith to- 
gether, darling. I tell you, I was mighty 
proud of my family tonight!” 

It was the next morning at breakfast 
that I remembered my meeting with Julia 
Wilson. I asked Bob about her. He gazed 
thoughtfully into his cup. “Julia’s more 
than an old friend, Jennie.” “She 
was engaged to Keith a few 
Something happened—lI don’t know what- 
but they broke it off. They’re still good 
friends, of course.” 

He sipped his coffee in silence, then went 

“You may as well know now—there’s 
a lot of gossip around about Keith. Tales 
about his ‘wild doings’ when he goes out 
of town, lies put out by women who threw 
themselves at him and then hated him be- 
cause he was still loyal to Mom’s memory.” 

He came beside my chair. “Just 
don’t let their lies upset you, Jennie. Keith’s 


he said. 
years back. 


over 


a one-woman man.” He tilted my chin. 
“So am I!” 
Soon after that, Bob decided that it 


would be a good thing to start a night auto 
service along one of the highways. He out- 
fitted a small truck and cruised the road, 
ready to tow disabled cars, fix flats and 
make other minor repairs. That meant I 
was left home alone at night because the 
new service wasn’t paying enough to hire 
a helper. 

I'm not sure who suggested it first, but 
I started putting in time at Keith’s shop, 
cataloguing records and helping out on 
sales. It gave me something to do, and Bob 
thought it a wonderful idea that I was 
helping his father. 





One evening I went to the shop straight 
from the beauty shop. Keith was checking 
a new shipment of records. He glanced up 
at me and smiled appreciatively. “Your 
hair looks lovely, Jennie,” he said. 

I flushed under his admiring 
gaze. “You're just building me up to get 
me to give you a hand with those records,” 
I said lightly. I picked up one stack. 
“Where do these go?” 

“Well, since you ask, you can put those 
Dinah Washington records away for me if 
you will.” 

I got the small stepladder he used to 
reach the top racks and started to shelve 
the records. Suddenly, I heard a move- 
ment behind me and turned to see Keith 
reach out and grasp my waist with urgent 
Through the sharp pounding of my 
“T’ve got you—you 


steady, 


hands. 
heart I heard him say, 
won't fall.” 

I was rigid with fear. The 
trembled and I had been in 


ladder hadn’t 
no danger of 


falling—or was I mistaken? 

“Keith!” 

At the sudden soft but commanding 
voice, Keith’s hands left my body and I 
swayed against the shelves. It was Julia 
Wilson who stood in the doorway and I 


wondered how long she had been there. 
“Oh, hello, Julia.” Keith’s was 

unruffled. “Almost had an acci- 

Jennie missed her footing on 


voice 
smooth, 
dent 
the ladder.” 

“Lucky you were here,” and 
I wondered what hidden meaning the words 


here. 
Julia said, 


had. 

Keith moved toward the book racks. “I 
suppose you came for that new novel you 
ordered 

There 
“T sometimes 
Truth is so much—stranger.” 

As Keith took the book and 
wrapped it, Julia walked over to me. “Hi, 
Jennie. I see Keith has you working. I 
hope he realizes what a valuable helper 


was a faint mockery in her smile. 
wonder why I read fiction. 


down 


he has.” 

Our glances locked, and for a brief mo- 
ment her eyes held that probing look I had 
noticed at our first meeting. Then her lips 
curved into a friendly smile and she be- 
gan to talk of casual matters. After she 
left the shop, neither Keith nor I men- 
tioned the incident, but that night I lay 
awake reliving the scene a dozen times. 

I considered telling Bob about it, then 
remembered his angry disbelief when he 
mentioned the gossip about Keith. No, I 
the best thing for me to do was 
Bob was certain to agree with 


decided, 
keep quiet. 
Keith’s version. 

I managed to forget the incident until 
one night a week later when Bob was out 
on the highway again. I was propped up 
in bed reading a book until I grew sleepy. 
I switched off the bed lamp and got up to 
close the window against the sharp wind 
that had blown up. I raised the blind and 
as my glance wandered along the dark- 
ened street I noticed a tall figure moving 
along the sidewalk. 

He stopped in the shadow of a tree and 
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lighted a cigarette. He looked up at my 
window, and I stepped back. With a swift 
stab of apprehension I became more aware 
that I was alone in the house. When I 
screwed up enough courage to look out 
again, the man was walking rapidly away 
in the opposite direction. 

My heart skipped a beat. Something 
about the tall figure. the quick stride, re- 
minded me of Keith. I leaned out the 
window to make sure, but the man had dis- 
appeared. 

It became harder than ever now to ig- 
nore the fears that nagged at me. I stopped 
going to the shop, telling Bob that I 
wanted to devote more time to the house, 
but not bothering to explain to Keith. I 
worked hard all day. sewing new curtains, 
knitting, staking out bean and tomato 
plants under the kitchen window, then fell 
exhausted into bed each night. 

Things went along smoothly until the 
time Bob got a contract to deliver some 
used cars in Atlantic City. Each car to 
be delivered was hitched to a car driven 
by the men Bob hired. He drove our pick- 
up truck. He’d be away for two days, but 
I couldn’t bring myself to complain about 
being left alone. 

The morning after the caravan left, I 
was sitting in the kitchen wondering how 
to begin my day, when I heard a sound up 
front. I rushed into the hall and nearly 
dropped when I saw Keith standing there, 
a twisted smile on his face. 

“Keith! What are you doing here? How 
did you—” I fumbled with the top buttons 
of the housecoat I'd thrown around my 
shoulders. 

He laughed easily and held up a key. 
“Bob insisted I keep it when I moved out,” 
he said. 

“Oh.” An uneasy feeling gripped me, al- 
though the first shock had subsided. 

“Bob. asked me to look in on you while 
he’s away,” he explained. I said nothing, 
and he went on, softly. “He worries about 
you when he’s not here, Jennie. And I 
thought you might be lonely.” He stopped. 
his voice blurred with a faint melancholy. 
“You see, I know something about lone- 
liness—” 


A\ /ITH HIS faltering words, my resent- 
'Y ment at the way he had walked in 
faded. He looked so lost and lonely stand- 
ing there. There was deep sincerity in his 
voice and I thought of the wife he still 
loved so deeply. I forced a smile. “You're 
just in time for breakfast. Come on, you 
make the coffee.” 

As we talked, Keith was his usual charm- 
ing self. “You’ve made this place into a 
real home, Jennie,” he said at one point. 
“Bob’s a lucky man.” 

And later, as I stacked the dishes I kept 
thinking how pleasantly the meal had 
passed and how delighted Bob would be 
when I told him of his father’s visit. Per- 
haps this was what I needed to dispel the 
dark, brooding thoughts that had haunted 
me. 

Suddenly, there was a muffled sound be- 


hind me. I whirled around, the skin on the 
back of my neck crawling with terror. 
Keith was coming toward me with the same 
swift movement I’d seen that day in the 
shop, his mouth open, his eyes glazed. | 
dodged toward the window but he caught 
me in his arms. His lips pressed down on 
mine. With a sudden surge of strength, | 
shoved him away. 

Instantly, Keith seemed to regain his 
composure. He stepped back and ran his 
tongue over his lips. “Please forgive me, 
Jennie—I—you looked so sweet.” He 
paused and smiled weakly. “A father-in- 
law’s privilege.” 

“Don’t lie! 
said angrily. 

He tipped my chin with his hand, a ges- 
ture so much like Bob’s, I winced. “That 
kiss was meant to be fatherly—a_ thank 
you for the breakfast, Jennie.” He 
shrugged. “I admit that for a moment, | 
was carried away by your charm, but—” 

While I stared at him in complete be- 
wilderment, still trembling, he said good- 
bye and left. Later, I found his key to the 
house lying on the table. I wondered 
whether he had left it there accidentally or 
as a sign that I had nothing to fear from 
him. Whatever his motive, I felt a great 
relief at seeing it. 

My mind was in turmoil the rest of the 
day. I thought about having a _heart-to- 
heart talk with Julia. Perhaps she might 
shed some light on Keith’s strange behav- 
ior. Still I held back. I wanted to be very 
clear in my own mind before making any 
accusations. 

Was Keith falling in love with me? But 
that was impossible. He was still in love 
with his dead wife. Again, I wondered 
whether I had imagined the ardor of his 
kiss, his tight embrace. 

I still hadn’t reached any decision when 
Bob finally returned. I was so happy to see 
him I ran into his arms and just clung to 
him. “Hey. now,” he said gently. “You 
look kind of tired and worried. Is some- 
thing wrong?” 

How I longed to confide in him! But 
seeing the love in his eyes I didn’t have 
the heart to spoil his homecoming. So | 
buried my face against his shoulder and 
murmured, “It’s just that I miss you so 
much, darling. I’ve—I’ve been so lonely 
these past weeks.” 

“T know, honey. It’s been hard on me. 
too. But I’ve got good news. One of the 
men who went on the trip with me has 
agreed to work the night shift at the ga 
rage. So that means we’ll have a lot more 
time together.” 

For the next few weeks, things were back 
on an even keel. Several times Bob sug- 
gested getting together with Keith, but ! 
managed to think up excuses that sounded 
plausible enough. As time passed and we 
saw less and less of Keith, Bob began to 
ask questions. “Did you and Keith have 
some kind of a falling out?” he demanded 
one night. 

I thought perhaps Keith was ashamed of 
his behavior with me, but I dared not tell 
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And then, with the discovery 


that to Bob. 
that we were going to be parents. my hus- 
band devoted all his time and attention to 
me and Keith mercifully slipped into the 


background of our lives. Bob arranged for 
Mrs. Linton to come over and help with 
the housework a couple of times a week, 
but we never talked about Keith. 

Looking back, I see now that things had 
to happen the way they did. Yet. I blame 
myself for not taking drastic action when 
Bob suddenly announced one day that he 
was making another trip north to deliver 
some cars. I objected so violently at first 
that he demanded that I tell him what was 
on my mind. I backed down and claimed 
that I was worried about being left alone 
so close to the time for the baby. 

“In that case.” he said with relief, “Ill 
ask Keith to move in for the few days I'll 
be gone.” 

“No!” I blurted out. Then, in a calmer 
tone I said, “I don’t want to trouble Keith. 
He’s got the business to look after. Maybe 
I'll phone Julia and ask her to come.” 

“That’s my girl! You do that, and I'll 
be back before you can miss me.” 

I smiled sadly and shook my head. “I’ve 
begun to miss you already. Oh, Bob, darl- 
ing- hold me close!” 

The day he left 
day filled with the 
leaves. Bundling myself in an overcoat, I 
worked “all afternoon in the garden, prun- 
ing the chrysanthemum and rose bushes 
and reseeding the lawn. Twilight 
covering the garden with a soft mist and 
I went into the house to work on the tiny 


was a cool November 


tangy odor of burning 


came, 


sweater I’d started. 

It began to rain and by 11 
could hardly keep my eyes open. 
myself up to bed and dropped off to sleep 
immediately. I don’t know how long I slept, 
but I was startled awake by a strange noise. 
I lay still for a moment, struggling through 
the heavy stupor that fogged my brain. 

The room was dark and very quiet. Then 
the sound again, coming the stair- 
Swiftly. I sat upright and reached 
for the lamp. The room was filled with the 
sudden creak of the bed and the pounding 
of my pulse drummed in my ears. 

The door opened and through a blur of 
dizziness, I saw the tall figure approaching. 
Panic raced through me and I leaped from 
the bed and dashed past the outstretched 
arms, catching a fleeting glimpse of Keith’s 


o'clock ] 


I dragged 


from 
case. 


face as I passed. 
“Jennie—come back!” 
be frightened—” 


But his 


“Don’t 


he cried. 


voice calling after me only 
spurred me on. I ripped open the door and 
ran out into the night. The cold 


soaked through my thin gown and the wind 


rain 


whipped the wet cloth around my legs as 
Iran. I stumbled and fell. but jumped up 
and continued my mad flight. It ended on 
the front steps of Julia’s house. I fell there. 
sobbing hysterically. Then I blacked out. 

I was conscious of the ache in my body, 
the dull pounding inside my head. Then 
gradually I became aware of my surround- 
ings. I stared at the strange room, bliss- 


fully blank about the awful night before. 
Then, as Julia came toward me. I remem- 
bered. I tried to sit up, but the pain knif- 
ing through me stole my strength, and I 
fell back against the pillows. 

Julia’s cool hand covered my 
“Tt’s all right, honey,” 
was an accident. but everything’s going to 
be fine. Bob’s on his way home.” 

“Accident?” My 
and far away. 

“The baby—Doctor Saunders did every- 
thing he could, but the cold and exposure 
were too much.” Her lips quivered. “You 
were soaked to the skin when I found you 
outside. Then Keith came along 

“Keith! He’s the one—it’s his fault. 
was in my room—oh, Julia! 
ble.” 

She sat on the bed and took my hands 
Jennie. Keith is- 
sick man. It’s hard to 
say how long he’s been—that way. When 
I found out about his trouble, I begged him 
the help he needs. He refused. 
She “I broke off our 


forehead. 


she soothed. “There 


voice sounded weak 





He 


It was horri- 


in hers. “Listen to me, 


well, he’s a very 


to get 
and shrugged. 
engagement.” 

She studied me for a moment, then went 
on: “Bob probably told you that Keith 


himself was once a doctor, that he gave up 


his practice because of his wife’s death. 
But that’s not true. He—drove away all 
his women patients.” 

I listened to Julia’s sober words, for 


the first time a clearer understanding of 
Keith came to me. Somehow. I could no 
longer hate him. Instead, I pitied him be- 


cause he seemed to be driven by forces be- 
yond his control. And each time his real 
self broke through, he lied to himself, 
tended the thing had never happened. 

“Why didn’t you tell me that day in the 


pre- 


shop, Julia?” 
“T don’t know. I wish now I had. 
Chances are you wouldn’t have believed 


me. Anyway, I convinced myself I had no 
right. That it was a family affair.” Her 


hand smoothed the blanket that covered me. 

“Last night—after we brought you in, 
Keith seemed to realize what he had done. 
He broke down and cried like a baby. I 
think he understands that he needs treat- 
ment. He’s finally faced it. He said he 
would close shop—go away.” 

“And Bob—” I hesitated. 
know?” 

“Of course not.” 

My hand clutched at her. “Then—what 
shall I tell him? He worships Keith. It'll 
be hard enough telling him about the baby, 


but Keith—” 


“Does he 


ULIA ROSE from the bed slowly, as if 


she were very tired or very old. “Only 
you can decide what must be done,” she 
said quietly. 

Then she left. I cried. My tears were 


for my lost baby, and some of them were 
for a sick man who had finally been forced 
to see himself as he really was. But most 
of my tears were for the young man whose 
idol had fallen and shattered into dust. 
When I heard Bob’s voice outside, I was 
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still trying to decide what to do. I could 
lie to him again. tell him I had been fright- 
ened by strange noises in the house. That's 
what Julia had told Dr. Saunders when 
she'd called him. 

The door opened and Bob 
toward me, knelt beside the bed. “Jennie! 
Thank God. you're safe!” 

I reached out for his hand. 
darling.” I whispered. Then my voice broke 
and the swift. heartrending sobs tore from 
my throat. 

“What happened. Jennie?” he insisted. 
“T talked with Doc Saunders and I talked 
with Julia—I can’t get the straight of it. 
Tell me—please!” 

And it was then I realized that I had no 
right to keep the truth from him. It dawned 
on me that the tragedy that had struck was 
not Keith’s fault alone. but that part of the 
blame was on Bob and on me. Bob’s love 
and blind loyalty had prevented him from 
really trying to understand Keith. As for 
myself, I had foolishly hoped to keep Bob 
in his happy dream world by not pointing 
out that his idol had clay feet. 

*Jennie—for God's sake. tell me. Are 
you keeping anything from me?” 

Slowly, with Bob’s eyes fixed steadily on 
my face, I told him all that had happened. 


hurried 


“I’m sorry. 
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As I talked. I felt his hand grow rigid in 
mine. His face tightened into a mask of 
disbelief. 

“No—it’s not true. Keith would never— 
His eyes pleaded with me. “You're not ill, 
making all this up?” 

“Ask Keith.” 

I winced at the raw misery in his face. 
His boyish adoration of his father was 
dying a slow and painful death. And be- 
cause I loved him. I shared his suffering. 
There was a taut silence and I groped for 
the right words. Finally. I said. “We're 
both responsible. Bob—each in our own 
But we've got to pick up the pieces 
and go on. We've got to help Keith.” 

He didn’t answer. He got up and 
walked to the window and stood there. | 
watched his shoulders shaking with sobs 
that could no longer be suppressed and my 
heart went out to him. In those moments 
I watched him grow up. for it was a new 
and more mature Bob who turned to me 
with a gentle smile and said, “I’ve got to 
leave you for a while, but I'll be back as 
soon as | can. He needs me. so I’m going 
to find—my father.” 

I knew then that everything was going 
to turn out all right. 
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way. 
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